Google 



This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 






^ 



I 



t 
r 



i 

I 
« 

1 
1 



SELECTIONS 



FROM 



FEMALE POETS 



gl $««ent tot aa*f«- 



?* . 


. • • . * ■ , 

. • ■> * .• • * 




- - - ' * . 

, \, ..' — 

. • • > , » 




BOSTON: 


SA 


MUEL COLMAN. 




1887. 







y^ 






twknewyo^kI 
PUBLIC LIBRARY 



A8TOR, IEN« AN9 
T1LDEN H-HNOATICWt. 



Entered, according to Act of Conjirsi, in. the y 
B,B« D ,L CoLllM. 

in the. Cloik'i Office of the District Court of Iho D 




<x 



PREFACE. 



The idea of the present volume is, we 
believe, entirely new. Among all the 
poetical compilations which have been 
made, not one, to our knowledge, has 
consisted of the productions of female 
authors exclusively. Still every one must 
acknowledge, that the line of distinction 
between male and female writers is suffi- 
ciently definite and broad to render their 
separate classification a matter of propri- 
ety and advantage. The character of the 
writer appears in the writings. There 
is, in general, a feminine cast of thought 
and style discernible in the productions 
of females ; and this will perhaps render 



their perusal particularly grateful to rei 
era of the same sex. It is for such, as 
indicated on the title-page, that this, lit 
book is specially designed. 

It contains productions of forty diff 
flat writers — in all nearly one hnndi 
pieces. The last piece is inserted, rat) 
from the fact that it was written by Qui 
Elizabeth, than from any intrinsic me: 
The rest are, in the judgment of i 
compiler, all good specimens of poetii 
talent; some of them of surpassing < 
cellence. 

D. F. Jb. 
Boston, 18.16. 
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POEMS. 



THE BOY'S DREAM. 

BT MISS H. F. QOULD. 

Mith ought on a flowery bank I lay, 

By a beautiful stream ; and watched the play 

Of the sparkling waters, that fled so fast 

I could not count the waves that passed. 

But I marked the things they were carrying by ; 

And a neat little skiff first caught my eye. 

T was woven of reeds ; and its sides were bound 

By a tender vine that had clasped it round, 

And, spreading within, had made it seem 

A basket of leaves borne down by the stream ; 

And the skiff had neither sail nor oar, 

But a bright little boy stood up, and bore 

On his out-stretched hands a wreath so gay, • 

It looked like a crown for the Queen of May. 

And while he was going, I heard him sing, 

" Seize the garland of passing Spring!* 9 

A 
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But I dared not reach — for the hank was steep ; 
And he bore it away to the far-off deep ! 

Then came a lady — her eye was bright — 
She was young and fair ; and her bark was light. 
Its mast was a living tree, that spread 
Its boughs for a sail, o'er the lady's head ; 
And some of the fruits had just begun 
To flush, on the side that was next the sun ; 
And some with the crimson streak were stained ; 
While others their size had not yet gained. 
She said, as she passed — " Oh ! who can insure 
The fruits of Summer to get mature ? 
For, fa3t as the waters beneath me flowing, 
Beyond recall I'm going ! I'm going ! " 

I turned my eye, and beheld another, 
That seemed as she might be Summer's mother. 
She looked more grave ; and her cheek was tinged 
With a deeper brown ; her bark was fringed 
With the tasselled heads of the wheaten sheaves 
Along its sides — and the yellow leaves, 
That covered the deck, concealed a throng 
Of crickets, — I knew by their choral song. 
At Autumn's feet lay the golden corn, 
And her hands were raised to invert a horn, 
That was filled with a sweet and mellow store, 
And the purple clusters were hanging o'er. 
She bade me seize on the fruit, that should last 
When the harvest was gone and Autumn had past! 



THE BOY'S DREAM. 11 

But, when I had paused to make the choice, 
I saw no bark ! and I heard no voice ! 

Then I looked on a sight that chilled my blood ; 
'Twas a mass of ice, where an old man stood 
On his frozen raft ; while his shriveled hand 
Had clinched, as a staff by which to stand, 
A whitened branch that the blast had broke 
From the lifeless trunk of an aged oak. 
The icicles hung from the naked limb, 
And the old man's eye was sunk and dim. 
But his scattering locks were silver-bright, 
And his beard with the gathering frost was white. 
The tears congealed on his furrowed cheek, 
His garb was thin, and the winds were bleak. 
He faintly uttered, while drawing near, 
" Winter, the death of the short-lived year, 
Can yield thee nought, as I downward tend 
To the boundless sea, where the seasons end : 
But, I trust, from others, who 've gone before, 
Thou 'st clothed thy form and supplied thy store ; 
And now, what tidings am I to bear 
Of thee, — for I shall be questioned there ? " 

I asked my mother, who o'er me bent, 
What all this show of the seasons meant ? 
8he said 't was a picture of life I saw, 
And the useful moral myself must draw ! 
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A CHARACTER. 



BT MRS. BARBAULD. 




Or gentle manners, and of taste refined, 
With all the graces of a polished mind, 
Clear sense and truth still shone in all she spoke, 
And from her lips no idle sentence broke. 
Each nicer elegance of art she knew, 
Correctly fair, and regularly true. 
Her ready fingers plied with equal skill 
The pencil's task, the needle, or the quill ; 
So poised her feelings, so composed her soul, 
So subject all to reason's calm control, — 
One only passion, strong and unconfined, 
Disturbed the balance of her even mind : 
One passion ruled despotic in her breast, 
In every word, and look, and thought confest: — 
But that was love ; and love delights to bless 
The generous transports of a fond excess. 



DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

BT MRS. SIGOURKKY. 

Death found strange beauty on that polished brow, 
And dashed it out. There was a tint of rose 
On cheek and lip. — He touched the veins with ice, 
And the rose faded. Forth from those blue eyes 
There spake a wishful tenderness, a doubt 
Whether to grieve or sleep, which innocence 
Alone may wear. With ruthless haste he bound 
The silken fringes of those curtaining lids 
For ever. There had been a murmuring sound, 
With which the babe would claim its mother's ear, 
Charming her even to tears. The spoiler set 
His seal of silence. But there beamed a smile 
So fixed, so holy, from that cherub brow, 
Death gazed, — and left it there. He dared not steal 
The signet-ring of Heaven. 



14 FEMALE POETS. 



THE VIOLET. 



BY MISS LA1VDOIV. 



Why better than the lady rose 

Love I this little flower ? 
Because its fragrant leaves are those 

I loved in childhood's hour. 

Though many a flower may win my pi 

The violet has my love ; 
I did not pass my childish days 

In garden or in grove. 

My garden was the window-seat, 

Upon whose edge was set 
A little vase, — the fair, the sweet, 
* It was the violet. 

It was my pleasure and my pride ; 

How I did watch its growth ! 
For health and bloom what plans I triec 

And often injured both. 

I placed it in the summer shower, 

I placed it in the sun ; 
And ever at the evening hour 

My work seemed half undone. 



THE VIOLET. 15 

The broad leaves spread, the small buds grew ; 

How slow they seemed to be ! 
At last there came a tinge of blue ; 

'T was worth the world to me. 

At length the perfume filled the room, 
Shed from their purple wreath ; 

No flower has now so rich a bloom, 
Has now so sweet a breath. 

I gathered two or three, — they seemed 

Such rich gifts to bestow, 
So precious in my sight, I deemed 

That all must think them so. 

Ah ! who is there but would be fain 

To be a child once more ; 
If future years could bring again 

All that they brought before. 

■ 

My heart's world has been long overthrown, 

It is no more of flowers ; 
Their bloom is past, their breath is flown ; 

Yet I recall those hours. 

Let nature spread her loveliest, n 

By spring or summer nurst ; 
Yet still I love the violet best, .:'' 

Because I loved it first. 
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THE HOMES OF ENGLAND. 

BT MRS. HXMAITS. 

The stately Homes of England, 

How beautiful they stand ! 
Amidst their tall ancestral trees, 

O'er all the pleasant land. 
The deer across their greensward bound 

Through shade and sunny gleam, 
And the swan glides past them with the sound 

Of some rejoicing stream. 

The merry Homes of England ! 

Around their hearths by night, 
What gladsome looks of household love 

Meet in the ruddy light ! 
There woman's voice flows forth in song, 

Or childhood's tale is told, 
Or lips move tunefully along 

Some glorious page of old. ' 

The blessed Homes of England! 

How softly on their bowers 
Ii laid the holy quietness 

That breathes from Sabbath-hours ! 



THE HOMES OP ENGLAND. yf 

Solemn, yet sweet, the church-bells' chime 
Floats through their woods at morn ; 

All other sounds, in that still time, 
Of breeze and leaf are born. 

The Cottage Homes of England ! 

By thousands on her plains,- 
They are smiling o'er the silvery brooks, 

And round the hamlet- nines. 
Through glowing orchards forth they peep, 

Each from its nook of leaves, 
And fearless there the lowly sleep, 

As the bird beneath their eaves. 

The free, fair Homes of England ! 

Long, long, in hut and hall, 
May hearts of native proof be reared, 

To guard each hallowed wall ! 
And green for ever be the groves, 

And bright the flowery sod, 
Where first the child's glad spirit loves 

Its country and its God ! 
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MOTHER'S LOVE. 

BT MBS. HALS. 

The mother's lore— there 's none fo pure, 

So constant, and so kind. 
No human passion doth endure 

Like this within the mind. 

Lightly a soft cheek presses hers, 

Soft as a nestling dove, 
And through her thrilling bosom stirs 

A mother's tender love. 

Now pile your gold like Inca's high, 

Unveil Golconda's mine, 
But not for wealth that thrones might buy 

Would she her child resign. 

How hushed she sits beside its bed, 

And watches o'er its rest, 
While oft its little helpless head 

Is pillowed on her breast. 

Her thankful tears, a gentle shower, 

Her smiles of love are given 
To fall upon her human flower, 

Like light and dew from heaven. 




MOTHER'S LOVE. If 

And while its charms, to her so fair, 

Expand beneath her gaze, 
She reckons not her nights of care, 

Nor counts her anxious days. 

The conscious smile, the kiss returned, 
And " Mother" sweetly spoken, — 

These are the pure delights she 's earned, 
Pleasures of God the token. 
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And may I meet and recognise 
Hereafter, in a happier sphere, 

The forms that pleased my childish eyes, 
And won my simple homage here. 



CHILDHOOD. 



BY MRS. CRAWFORD. 



There 's a fairy spirit that nestles its wings 
To the hallowed fount that to nurture it spring* ; 
That lies like a lamb the sweet flowers among, 
Lulled to sleep by the tones of a syren song i 

'Tis childhood's spirit 

■» 

There 's a liquid eye, as the heavens so blue, j 

That no tear of repentance ever knew ; 

That shines like the sun through its fringe of lace, 

As inquiring it looks into,every face : 

'T is childhood's eye. 

There 's a cherub lip that prattles away 
The imperfect words of its baby lay ; 
That breaks into smiles in its golden sleep, 
As if fancy some joyous revel did keep : 

'Tis childhood's lip. 

There 's a tiny hand, that, with coaxing art* 
Finds its way to a mother's face and heart ; 
A tiny hand, that, in after years, 
May do deeds that will cause a mother's tears i 

'Tis childhood's hand. 
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For the fairy spirit, that nestles its wings, 
Will be dreaming anon of forbidden things ; 
And the liquid eye, as the heayens so blue, 
Will change its expression, though not its hue 

Then farewell childhood ! 

And the cherub lip, and the tiny hand, 
WU1 be prompt to resist the once sweet comma 
And. the language of men, and their rices too, 
The labor of love will, alas! undo, 

So fore well childhood: 




YOUTH. 



BT MRS. CRAWFORD. 



There 's a joyous spirit that laughs and sings, 
Fluttering 'tween earth and heaven its wings: 
Still dancing on in the sunny light, 
Never dreaming the day will turn to night : 

9 T is the spirit of youth. 

There 's a gladsome eye, that looks above, 
And sees nothing in skies or earth but love; 
That regards the world as a fairy show, 
Nor dreams that the tear will ever flow : 

'T is the eye of youth. 

There 's a rosy lip, that guileless tells 
Every thought that within the bosom dwells ; 
That kisses alike both friend and foe, 
And laughs at the caution that others bestow : 
* 'Tis the lip of youth. 

• 

There 's an open hand that extends to all, 
To Folly's as well as to Pity's call; 
That gathers its treasures but to spend, 
And grasps at the shadow instead of the friend : 

'T is the hand of youth. 
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But the joyous spirit, that laughs and sings, 
Will be stript anon of its golden wings ; 
And the gladsome eye, that looks above, 
Will see little on earth to prize or love : 

Then farewell youth ! 

And the rosy lip and the open hand 
Will be sealed up, and experience stand 
As a watch, where love had stood before, 
And the world will never be trusted more. 

So farewell youth ! 



MANHOOD. 



BT MRS. CRAWFORD. 



Thkhx 's an eagle spirit that plumes its wings, 
And up, high up, to the bright sun springs, 
With a bold and unaverted eye, 
As if its heirdom were the sky : 

'T is manhood's spirit. 

There 's a restless eye, that moves around, 
Still seeking what it has never found ; 
Now flashing fire at the trump of fame, 
And now softened down by love's sweet flame : 

T 'is manhood's eye. 

There 's a thoughtful lip, that often sighs 
For faithless friends, or for broken ties ; 
That speaks not all the mind may think, 
And pl^Be woos on ruin's brink : 
^^ 'T is manhood's lip. 

There 's a busy hand, that toils for gold, 
Yet squanders the fruit of its toil, tenfold, 
In speculation's idle dream, 
Or passion's snares, or folly's theme : 

'T is manhood's hand. 



1 



28 FEMALE POETS. 

Bat the eagle spirit, that plumes its wings, 
Will be stript anon of its mental springs ; 
And the restless eye, that roves around, 
Will fix its gaze on the church-yard mound : 

Then farewell manhood ! 

And the thoughtful lip, and the busy hand — 
Their labors all will be at a stand ; 
And die furrowed lines, and the locks of gray, 
^"ffn* 1 man that 'tis time to pray. 

So farewell manhood ! 
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AGE. 



BT MR*. CRAWFORD. 



There 's a chastened spirit that folds its wings, 
Musing 'tween earth and holy things,-* 
Still gliding on in its noiseless flight, 
Like the moon thro' the clouds of a winter's night : 

T is the spirit of age. 

There 's a passionless eye, that looks above, 
With a ray of faith, and a tear of love ; 
That regards the stars, as they nightly glow, 
As the home of some friend that was once below : 

'T i3 the eye of age. 

There 's a faded lip, that but faintly smiles, 
And with tales of the bygone years beguiles 
uighing child ; and, with holy kiss, 
rer for its future bliss : 
'T is the lip of age. 

There 's a withered hand, that in youth was wed 
To its kindred hand, — but that hand is dead ; 
And the withered hand, though it give and lend, 
Now wants the aid of some kindly friend : 

'T is the hand of age. 
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But the chastened spirit, that folds its wings, 
JfiUl Ace flight anon where the seraph sings ; 
And the passionless eye, with its tear of love, 
Will behold all it lost in the realms above : " 

Then farewell age ! 

And the faded lip and the withered hand 
Will bloom again in immortal land ; 
And nothing be left of the aged frame, 
But $e soul, that survives the vital flame. 

So farewell age ! 




N 
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WHAT SHALL I BRINflFTHEE, MOTHER? 



yanrHEE, 



BT MISS F. S. LOCKE. 



What shall I bring to thee, mother mine,— 

What shall I bring to thee ? 
Shall £ bring thee jewels, that burn and shine ' 

In the depths of. the sunless sea ? 



g^-1 



Shall I bring the go-land a hero wears, 

By a wondering world entwined, 
Whose leaves can cover a thousand cares, 

And smile o'er a clouded mind ? 

Shall I bring thee deep and sacred stores 

Of knowledge, the high and free, 
That thrills the heart, on the hallowed shores 

Of classic Italy ? 

• » 

What are jewels, my boy, to me ? 

Thou art the gem I prize, 

And the richest spot in that fearful sea 

Will be where thy vessel flies ! 

The wreath the hero loves is won 

By the life blood of the brave, 
And his brow must lose, ere it wear the crown, 

The smile that mercy gave ! 
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Dearly earned is the volume's wealth, 
That opes to the lamp at night, 

While the fairer ray of hope and health 
Goes out by the sickly light ! 

Bring me that innocent brow, my boy — 
Bring me that shadowless eye — 

Bring me the tone of tender joy, 
That breathes in thy last " good bye ! " 



« 



CUPID'S WARNING. 

BY MISS H. r. GOULD. 

" Take heed ! take heed ! 

They will go with speed ; 
For P ve just new-strung my bow ! 
My quiver is full ; and if oft I pull, 
Some arrow may hit, you know, 

You know, you know, 
Some arrow may hit, you know.' 
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" Oh ! pull away," 

Did the maiden say, 
" For who is the coward to mind 
A shaft that's flung by a boy so young, 
When both of his eyes are blind, 

Are blind, aro blind, 
When both of his eyes are blind ? 



» 



His bow he drew, 

And the shafts they flew, 
Till the maiden was heard to cry, . * 

" Oh ! take the dart from my aching heart, 
Dear Cupid, or else I die ! 

J die, I die, 
Dear Cupid, or else I die ! " 

B 
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He said, and smiled, 

" I am but a child, 
And should have no skill to find, 
E'en with both my eyes, where the dart now 
Then you know, fair maid, I 'm blind, 

I 'm blind, I 'm blind, 
You know, fair maid, I 'm blind ! 



»» 



THE SUMMER'S CALL. 

BY MRS. HBMAKS. 

Come away ! The sunny hours 
Woo thee far to founts and bowers. 
O'er the very waters now, 

In their play, 
Flowers are shedding beauty's glow— 

Come away! 
Where the lily's tender gleam 
Quivers on the glancing stream — 

Come awayl 

All the air is filled with sound, 
Soft, and sultry, and profound ; 
Murmurs through the shadowy grass 

Lightly stray; 
Faint winds whisper as they pass— 

Come away 1 , 

Where the bee's deep music swells 
From the trembling fax-glore belli— 

Come away 1 

In the skies the sapphire blue 
Now hath won its richest hue ; 
In the woods the breath of song 
Night and day 
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Floats with leafy scents along — 

Come away ! 
Where the houghs with dewy gloom 
Darken each thick bed of bloom — 

Come away ! 

In the deep heart of the rose 
Now the crimson love-hue glows ; 
Now the glow-worm's lamp by night 

Sheds a ray, 
Dreamy, starry, greenly bright— 

Come away ! 
Where the fairy moss-cup lies, 
With the wild-wood strawberries, 

Come away ! 

Now each tree, by summer crowned, 
Sheds its own rich twilight round ; 
Glancing there from sun to shade, 

Bright wings play ; 
There the deer its couch hath made. 

Come away ! 
Where the smooth leaves of the lime 
Glisten in their honey-time — 

Come away — away ! 



EVENING THOUGHTS. 

BT MRS. SIGOURHKY. 

Comi to thy lonely bower, thou who dost love 
The hour of musing. Come, before the brow 
Of twilight darkens, or the solemn stars 
Look from their casement. 'Mid that hush of soul 
Music from viewless harps shall visit thee, 
Such as thou never heard'st amid the din 
Of earth's coarse enginery, by toil and care 
Urged on, without reprieve. Ah ! kneel and catch 
That tuneful cadence. It shall wing thy thought 
Above the jarring of this time-worn world, 
And give the key-stone of that victor-song 
Which plucks the sting from death. 

How closely wrapt 
In quiet slumber are all things around ! 
The vine-leaf and the willow-fringe stir not, 
Nor doth the chirping of the feeblest bird, 
Nor even the cold glance of the vestal moon, 
Disturb thy reverie. Yet dost thou think 
To be alone ? — In fellowship more close 
Than man with man, pure spirits hover near, 
Prompting to high communion with the Source 
Of every perfect gift. Lift up the soul ! 
For 'tis a holy pleasure thus to find 
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Its melody of musing so allied 
To pure devotion. Give thy prayer a voice, 
Claiming Heaven's blessing on these sacred hours, 
Which, in the world's warped balance weighed, 

might yield 
But sharp derision. Sure they help to weave 
Such robes as angels wear ; and thou shalt taste, 
In their dear, deep, entrancing solitude, 
Such sweet society, that thou shalt leave 
" Signet and staff" as pledges of return. 



MEMORY. 

BT THX COUVTSSS OP BLXMIITOTOH. 

Oh, Memory! let the happy own thy power, 
And vaunt the pleasures that thou canst bestow ; 

But well the wretched know that every hour 
By thee is tinged with vain regret and woe. 

Lo! at thy call, the loved, the dead, appear — 
The friends estranged are seen again to smile — 

Thou hring'st back all that to the heart was dear, 
And for a moment canst our cares beguile. 

But ah ! too soon the blest illusion flies, 
As link by link extends thy endless chain. 

Relentless, cruel foe ! thy power ne'er dies, 
Till reason quits the agonized brain. 

Mem'ry ! thy tyrant reign I 'd fain disown ; 

Since thine it is, with more than chymic skill, 
From all the joys our happy hours have known 

The bitterest cup of sorrow to distil. 
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NIGHT-BLOWING CEREUS. 



/ 

BT A1TXCB HOPS. 



Strange flower ! Oh, beautifully strange ! 

Why, in the lonely night, 
And to the quiet-watching stars, 

Spread'st thou thy petals white ? 

There 's sleep among the breathing flowers, 

The folded leaves all rest — 
Child, butterfly, and bee are hushed — 

The wood-bird 's in its nest. — 

Thou wak'st alone of earth's bright things ; 

A silent watch is thine, 
Offering thy incense, votive gift ! 

Unto night's starry shrine# 

Morn glows, and thou art gone, for aye, 

As bow of summer cloud ; 
Like thy sister flower of Araby,* 

Thou unto death hast bowed. 



* 6am Cestas of Arabia, which sheds its flowen as won 
as they are blown. 



* 
NIGHT-BLOWING CEREUS. 41 

Once flowering, wilt thou never more 

Give thy pale beauty back ? 
! canst thou not thy fragrance pour 

Upon the sunbeam's track ? 

Thou flower of summer's starlit night, 

When whispering farewell, 
Bear'st thou a hope from this dim world, 

Mid brighter things to dwell ? 

Thou hast unsealed my thought's deep fount, 
My hope as thine shall be, * 

And my heart's inqense I will breathe 
To Heaven, bright flower, with thee. 



b2 
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HOMAGE. 



BT MBS. L. P. SMITH. 



I would never kneel at a gilded shrine, 

To worship the idol gold : 
I would never fetter this heart of mine, 

As a thing for fortune sold, 

But I 'd how to the light that God has given, 

The nobler light of mind, 
The only light, save that of heaven, 

That should free-will homage find. 



THE DEATH-SONG. 



BT MISS LARDOIT. 



Are the roses all faded, that thus you should wear 
A wreath from the dark cypress tree in your hair ? 
Are the violets withered, that funeral green 
Should thus mid your long golden tresses be seen ? 

Come, maiden, the evening's last crimson has dyed 
With the hue of its blushes the pearls at your side ; 
And wreathed flowers like summer's are bright in 

each fold ^- 

Of the white robe whose border is heavy with gold. 

Oh father, my father, now urge me no more ; 
No footstep of mine will be light on the floor; 
The«shroud cold and white is the robe I shall wear : 
Now look on my face, is not death written there ? 

It came on the night wind, it came in the hour 
When the planet shines forth and the spirit has 

power: 
I heard the sad music that wailing past by ; 
It called me, my father, it called me to die. 

I heard that wild singing the night that she died, 
My own gentle sister; her last sigh replied: 
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Again I have listened that funeral tone ; 

I knew 'twas the death-song, I knew 'twas my own. 

I am weeping, hut not for this summons ; my tears, 
They fall for your lonely, your desolate years : 
I see the old hearth, hut its gladness is gone : 
I see the grefcn forest ; you walk there alone* 

By the side of my sister's they '11 hang up my late ; 
Bat, unless the wind wake them, henceforth to be 

mute. 
Our vault will be opened with torch-light and sang ; 
We must part there, my father; we part not for long. 

They say, to the words of the dying are given 
A spirit that is not of earth but of heaven. 
Be strong in thy sorrow, and meek in thy pain : 
My father, we meet, and for ever, again. 



JOY AND SORROW. 



BT KftS* XHBURT. 



Sorrow treads heavily, and leaves behind 
A deep impression, e'en when she departs : 
While joy trips by with steps light as the wind, 
And scarcely leaves a trace upon our hearts 
Of her faint foot-falls : only this is sure, 
In this world nought save misery can endure. 
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THE FORSAKEN NEST. 

BT HAKRIBT MAJLTimBAU. 

Parents and nestlings ! are ye flown ? 
Here is your bed of moss and down, 

Fallen from its lofty bough. 
Here ye first saw the light, 
Here tried your earliest flight. 

Where are ye now ? 

The spring still decks your native tree, 
Its branches wave as light and free 

As when they rocked your nest. 
What has the world to give, 
That here ye cannot live, 

And still be blest ? 

The air is fresh with sun and showers, 
And insects sport, and early flowers 

Here lavish all their bloom. 
What new desires awake, 
That ye must thus forsake 

Your early home ? 




„> FOB8iO«H WW- * 
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TO A CHILD. 



BT XOAJrWA BA1IXUB. 



Whose imp art thou, with dimpled cheek, 
And curly pate, and merry eye, 
And arm and shoulders round and sleek, 
And soft and fair, thou urchin sly ? 

What boots it who, with sweet caresses, 
First called thee his, or squire or hind ? — 
For thou in every wight that passes 
Dost now a friendly play-mate find. 

Thy dqwneast glances, grave but cunning, 

As fringed eye-lids rise and fall, 

Thy shyness, swiftly from me running,— 

'T is Infantine coquetry all ! 

« 

But far afield thou hast not flown, 

With mocks and threats, half lisped, half spoken, 

I feel thee pulling at my gown, 

Of right good-will thy simple token. 

And thou must laugh and wrestle too, 
A mimic warfare with me waging, 
To make, as wily lovers do, 
Thy after-kindness more engaging. 



TO A CHILD. 49 

The wilding rose, sweet as thyself, 
And new-cropt daisies, are thy treasure : 
I'd gladly part with worldly pelf, 
To taste again thy youthful pleasure. 

But yet, for all thy merry look, 
Thy frisks and wiles, the time is coming, 
When thou shalt sit in cheerless nook, 
The weary spell or horn book thumbing. 

Well ; let it be ! through weal and woe, 
Thou know'st not now thy future range ; 
Life is a motley, shifting show, 
And thou a thing of hope and change. 
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COLUMBUS BEFORE THE UNIVERS] 
OF SALAMANCA. 

BT MRS. SIQOURlfBY. 

St. Stephen's cloistered hall was prou 

In learning's pomp that day ; 
For there a robed and stately crowd 

Pressed on in long array. 
A mariner, with simple chart, 

Confronts that conclave high, 
While strong ambition stirs his heart, 
And burning thoughts of wonder part 

From lip and sparkling eye. 

What hath he said ? With frowning fac< 

In whispered tones they speak, 
And lines upon their tablets trace, 

Which flush each ashen cheek ; 
The Inquisition's mystic doom 

Sits on their brows severe, 
And, bursting forth in visioned gloom, 
Sad heresy from burning tomb 

Groans on the startled ear. 

Courage, thou Genoese ! Old Time 
Thy splendid dream shall crown 5 



COLUMBUS AT SALAMANCA. $1 

Yen Western Hemisphere sublime, 

Where unshorn forests frown, 
The awful Andes' cloud- wrapt brow, 

The Indian hunter's bow, 
Bold streams untamed by helm or prow, 
And rocks of gold and diamonds, thou 

To thankless Spain shalt show. 

Courage, world-finder ! Thou hast need ! 

In Fate's unfolding scroll, 
Dark woes and ingrate wrongs I read, 

That rack the noble soul. 
On ! on ! Creation's secrets probe, 

Then drink thy cup of scorn, 
And, wrapped in fallen Caesar's robe, 
Sleep like that master of the globe, 

All glorious, — yet forlorn. 
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AMY. 

BT THS COUirrXM OF BLIB8IHGTOH. 

" Affection chained her to that heart, 
Ambition tore the links apart." 

There is a shade on thy fair brow, 
Though grandeur's badge bedecks thy hair ; 

Ah, lady ! far less blest art thou 
Than when gay flowers alone were there. 

Though jewels sparkle on thy vest, 
That well might grace some mighty queen, 

The costly gems can't make thee blest, 
Or that proud mind again serene. 

Nor sculptured hall or gilded dome, 
Nor riches, power, or empty state, 

Can chase the thought of that sweet home, 
That thou abandon'dst to be great. 

Though terraced gardens, hung in air, 
Present thee flowers from distant climes ; 

The rich exotics seem less fair 
Than the wild flowers of other times. 
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And music's tones but waken now 

Thoughts, lady, thou wouldst fain forget; 

Each note brings sadness to thy brow, 
And proves the past remembered yet 

How oft each strain an echo found 
In a loved voice thou 'It hear no more ! 

But now, so mournfully they sound, 
That thou canst never sing them o'er. 

The haughty lord who calls thee bride 
'Resembles not the graceful youth, 

The ardent lover, friend, and guide, 
To whom thou vowMst eternal truth. 

Ambition burst the bonds of love, 
And forged the galling chains of gold ; 

Lady, it made thee fickle prove, 
And thou for it thy peace hast sold. 

Ambition is a fearful thing 

To enter in a youthful breast : 
It leaves remorse's bitter sting, 

And robs for e'er the soul of rest. 



64 FEMALE POETS. 



THE ROBE. 



BT MISS H. F. GOULD. 



'T was not the robe of state, 
Which the high andjhaughty wear, 
That my busy hand, as the lamp burnt late, 
Was hastening to prepare. 

« It had no clasp of gold, 

No diamond's dazzling blaze, 
For the festive board ; nor the graceful fold 

To float in the dance's maze. 

'T was not to wrap the breast 
With gladness, light and warm, 
For the bride's attire — for the joyous guest, 
Nor to clothe the sufferer's form. 

'T was not the garb of wo 
We wear o'er an aching heart, 
When our eyes with bitter tears o'erflow. 
And our dearest ones depart. 

'T was what we all must bear 
To the cold, the lonely bed ! 
'T was the spotless uniform they wear 
In the chambers of the dead! 
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I saw a fair young maid 
In the snowy vesture drest ; 
So pure, she looked as one arrayed 
For the mansions of the blest 

A smile had left its trace 
On her lip at the parting breath, 
And the beauty in that lovely face 
Was fixed with the teal of death I 
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THE FORGOTTEN ONE. 

BT HISS LAZTDOIT. 

Thou art forgotten ! thou, whose feet 

Were listened for like song ! 
They used to call thy voice so sweet; — 

It did not haunt them long. 
Thou, with thy fond and fairy mirth — 
How could they bear their lonely hearth! 

There is no picture to recall 

Thy glad and open brow ; 
No profiled outline on the wall 

Seems like thy shadow now ; 
They have not even kept to wear 
One ringlet of thy golden hair. 

When here we sheltered last appears 

But just like yesterday ; 
It startles me to think that years 

Since then are past away. 
The old oak-tree that was our tent— 
No leaf seems changed, no bough seems rent. 

A shower in June — a summer shower, 
Drove us beneath the shade ; 
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A beautiful and greenwood bower 
The spreading branches made. 
The rain-drops shine upon the bough, 
The passing rain — but where art thou ? 

But I forget how many showers 

Have washed this old oak tree, 
The winter and the summer hours, 

Since I stood here with thee. 
And I forget how chance a thought 
Thy memory to my heart has brought. 

I talk of friends who once have wept, 

As if they still should weep ; 
I speak of grief that long has slept, 

As if it could not sleep ; 
I mourn o'er cold forgetfulness — 
Have I, myself, forgotten less ? 

I 've mingled with the young and fair, 
Nor thought how there was laid 

One fair and young as any there 
In silence and in shade. 

How could I see a sweet mouth shine 

With smiles, and not remember thine ? 

Ah ! it is well we can forget, 
Or who could linger on 



*+i 
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Beneath a sky whose stars are set, 

On earth whose flowers are gone ? 
For who could welcome loved ones near, 
Thinking of those once far more dear ? 



i 'j 



NATURE. 



BT MBJ. WILLS. 



Blest are the pure and simple hearts, 

Unconsciously refined 
By the free gifts that heaven imparts 

Through nature to the mind. 
Not all the pleasures wealth can buy, 
Equal their happy destiny. 

For them the Spring unfolds her flowers; 

For them the Summer glows ; 
And Autumn's gold and purple bowers, 

And Winter's stainless snows, 
Come gifted with a charm to them 
Richer than monarch's diadem. 



i 
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SYMBOLS. 



BT MIM JBWBBURT. 



In youth the heart is like the bird, 
The humming-bird of Eastern bowers, 

That ever (take the traveller's word) 
Feeds, flying, on the dews of flowers. 

In manhood 'tis the eagle bold, 
Borne upward to the cloud, the sky; 

That scorns the rock and mountain hold, 
Except to build on or to die. 

The sparkler of the woods is caught, 
The eagle's bosom pierced ere long ; 

What symbol shall for age be sought ? 
What bird its emblem be in song ? 

The mocking-bird its likeness be, 
That hath no music of its own ; 

That sings with imitative glee — 
The bird of memory alone. 



ADDRESS TO A STEAM-VESSEL. 

w 

BT JOAITITA BAILLIB. 

Freighted with passengers of every sort, 
A motley throng, thou leav'st the busy port. 
Thy long and ample deck, — where scattered lie 
Baskets, and cloaks, and shawls of scarlet dye ; 
Where dogs and children through the crowd are 

straying,' 
And, on his bench apart, the fiddler playing, 
While matron dames to tressePd seats repair, — 
Seems, on the gleamy waves, a floating fair. 

Its dark form on the sky's pale azure cast, 
Towers from this clustering group thy pillar'd mast. 
The dense smoke issuing from its narrow vent 
Is to the air in curly volumes sent, 
Which, coiling and uncoiling on the wind, 
Trails like a wreathing serpent far behind. 
Beneath, as each merg'd wheel its motion plies, 
On either side the white-churn'd waters rise, 
And, newly parted from the noisy fray, 
Track with light ridgy foam thy recent way, 
Then for diverged, in many a welted line 
Of lustre, on the distant surface shine. 
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Thou hold'st thy course in independent pride ; 
No leave ask'st thou of either wind or tide. 
To whate'er point the breeze, inconstant, veer, 
Still doth thy careless helmsman onward steer ; 
As if the stroke of some magician's wand 
Had lent thee power the ocean to command. 
What is this power which thus within thee lurks, 
And, all unseen, like a mask'd giant works ? 
E'en that which gentle dames, at morning's tea. 
From silver urn ascending, daily see 
With tressy wreathings playing in the air, 
Like the loosed ringlets of a lady's hair ; 
Or rising from the enamelled cup beneath, 
With the soft fragrance of an infant's breath : 
That which within the peasant's humble cot 
Comes from the uncovered mouth of savory pot, 
As his kind mate prepares his noonday fare, 
Which cur, and cat, and rosy urchins share : 
That which, all silvered with the moon's pale beam, 
Precedes the mighty geyser's up-cast stream, 
What time, with bellowing din exploded forth, 
It decks the midnight of the frozen north, 
Whilst travellers from their skin-spread coaches 

rise 
To gaze upon the sight with wondering eyes. 



MARY LEE. 



BT MRS. OILMAN. 



I wandered forth, at closing day, 

To breathe the evening air ; 
Not yet was dropped the curtain gray 

Which hides the flowerets fair. 

They blushed in beauty 'neath my tread, 

And all their rich perfume 
Around in generous fragrance shed, 

Unwitting of their doom. 

I could not choose but bid my eye 

In simple gladness rest 
Upon the gorgeous drapery, 

That lined the lovely west. 

And fain was I to hear the note 

The black-bird gaily sung, 
As on the air it seemed to float, 

And o'er my heart-strings rung. 

I reached the brook and mossy stone, 
Where, lingering still for me, 

Was wont to sit, till twilight lone, 
My little Mary Lee. 
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Her knitting, in 1 er merry way, 

Would Mary held on high, 
And all the progress of the day 

Upon my fingers try. 

She was not there — not richly now 

To me the sun-set beamed ; 
The black-bird carolled on the bough, 

But not for me it seemed. 

More bright than these was Mary's look 

When yesterday it shone ; 
More sweet her voice, when o'er the brook 

She sent its joyous tone. 

I hastened onward to the cot 

Where Mary's mother dwelt, — 
Why seemed it such a lonely spot ? 

I never thus had felt 

« 

The woodbine now as gracefully 
Around the porch was hung ; 

The little gate, with motion free, 
As hospitably swung. 

I paused a moment — and a groan 

Fell deeply on my ear ; 
I entered — it was Mary's moan ; 

She knew not I was near. 
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She knelt beside her mother's bed, 

Her head was resting there ; 
The mother's struggling breath had fled, 

Her daughter knelt in prayer. . 

And tears came gushing on her cheek, 

And sobs convulsed her frame ; 
I heard the little sufferer speak — 

It was her mother's name. 

Come to my arms, poor child, I cried ; 

Come hither, Mary Lee ! 
God has been lavish to my pride, 

I '11 share his gifts with thee. 

She leaned her pale cheek on my breast, 

I pressed her to my heart ; 
And from that sacred place of rest 

No more shall she depart. 



c2 
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, A FLOWER FROM MT. VERNON. 

BT MRI. L. P. SMITH. 

Bright blossom ! that hast breathed the air 

Around our hero's tomb — 
What do the night- winds murmur there, 

When skies are wrapped in gloom ? 
A dirge above the sleeping one, 

Of giant heart and arm ? 
Above a race of glory run, 

Whose memory has a charm 
To thrill young hearts, and lift them up 
' i To thirst for glory's gilded cup ? 



/ 



Sheds not the moon, in radiance there, 

A brighter, holier light ? 
Look not the stars with smile more fair 

From off the brow of Right ? 
Send not the dewa, which bathed that sleep, 

A fragrant incense round, 
As they were sacred tears, to weep 

O'er fame that death has crowned ? 
Didst thou not bow thy head, bright gem 
Of nature's peerless diadem, 
O'er him who sleeps in glory there, 
Beneath a nation's grateful prayer ? 



A CHARACTER. 



BT MBS. BARBAULD. 



born to soothe distress and lighten care, 
Lively as soft, and innocent as fair ! 
Blest with that sweet simplicity of thought 
So rarely found, and never to be taught; 
Of winning speech, endearing, artless, kind, 
The loveliest pattern of a female mind ; 
Like some fair spirit from the realms of rest, 
With all her native heaven within her breast; 
So pure, so good, she scarce can guess at sin, 
But thinks the world without like that within ; 
Such melting tenderness, so fond to bless, 
Her charity almost becomes excess. 
Wealth may be courted, wisdom be revered, 
And beauty praised, and brutal strength be feared ; 
But goodness only can affection move, 
And love must owe its origin to love. 



% 
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THE BLUE OR HAREBELL. 

• . i 

BT CAROLINE tYMOKDB. 

lie spring's green lap there bloom3 a flower, 

Whose cup imbibes each vernal shower, 

That sips fresh nature's balmy dew, 

Clad in her sweetest, purest blue ; 

Yet shuns the ruddy eye of morning, 

The shaggy wood's brown shade adorning. 

Simplest floweret ! Child of May ! 

Though hid from the broad eye of day, 

Doomed in the shade thy sweets to shed, 

Unnoticed droop thy languid head ; 

Still nature's darling thou 'It remain ; 

She feeds thee with her softest rain ; 

Fills each sweet bud with honied tears, 

With genial gales thy bosom cheers. 

Oh ! then, unfold thy simple charms 

In yon deep thicket's sheltering arms. 

Far from the fierce and sultry glare, 

No heedless hand shall harm thee there ; 

Still, then, avoid the gaudy scene, 

The flaunting sun, the embroidered green, 

And bloom and fade, with chaste reserve, unset 



TO SPRING. 



BT CHARLOTTX IMITR. 



Again the wood and long-withdrawing vale 

In many a tint of tender green are drest, 
Where the young leaves, unfolding, scarce conceal, 

Beneath their early shade, the half-formed nest 
Of finch or wood-lark ; and the primrose pale, 

And lavish cowslip, wildly scattered round, 
Give their. sweet spirits to the sighing gale. 

Ah ! season of delight ! — could aught be found 
To soothe awhile the tortured bosom's pain, 

Of sorrow's rankling shaft to cure the wound, 
And bring life's first delusions once again, 
'T were surely met in thee ! Thy prospect fair, 
Thy sounds of harmony, thy balmy air, 
Have power to cure all sadness — but despair. 
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tHE DREAM. 



BY MISS H. F. OOULI1. 



I dreamed, and 'twas a lovely, blessed dream, 
That I again my native hills had found, 

The mossy rocks, the valley, and the stream 
That used to hold me captive to its sound. 

I was a child again — I roamed anew 
About my early haunts, and saw the whole 

That fades, with waking memory, from the view 
Of this mysterious thing we call the soul. 

A very child, again beside the brook 

I made my puny hand a cup to dip 
Among the sparkling waters, where I took 

Its hollow full, and brought it to my lip. 

And oh ! that cooling draught I still can taste, 
And feel it in the spirit and the flesh. 

'T is like a fount, that in the desert waste 
Leaps out, the weary pilgrim to refresh. 

The spice of other days was borne along, 
From shrub and forest, on tht balmy breeze ; 

I heard my warbling wild-bird's tender song 
Come sweet and thrilling through the rustling 
trees. 
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All was restored, as in the sunny day 
When I believed my little rural ground 

The centra of the world, whose limits lay 
Just wati* the bright horizon hemmed it round. 

And she who was my sister then, but now 
What she may be the pure immortals know, 

Who round the throne of the Eternal bow, 
And bathe in glory veiled from all below — 

But she was there, who with her riper years 
Once walked, the guardian of my infant feet ; 

Drew from my hand the thorn, wiped off my tears, 
And brought fresh flowers to deck our grassy 
seat. 

I saw her cheek with life's warm current flushed ; 

Clung to the fingers that I used to hold ; 
Heard the loved voice that is for ever hushed ; 

And felt the form that long ago was cold. 

All I have been and known, in, all the years 
Since I was sporting in that cherished spot, 

My hopes, my joys, my wishes, and my tears, 
As only dreamings, were alike forgot. 

'T was this that made my dream so blest and bright, 
And me the careless thing that I was then. 

Tet, Time ! I would not now reverse thy flight, 
And risk the running of my race again. 
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The fairest joys that struck their roots in earth 
I would not rear again, to bloom and fade 1 

I 've had them once in their ideal worth ; 
Their height I 've measured, and their substance 
weighed. 

Nor those who sleep in peace would I awake, 
To have their hearts with time's delusions filled ; 

The seal that God has set I would not break, 
Nor call the voice to lips that he has stilled. 

And yet I love my dream — 'twas very sweet 
To be among my native hills again, 

Where my light heart was borne by infant feet, 
The careless, blissful creature I was then ! 

Whene'er I think of it the warm tears roll, 
Uncalled and unforbidden, down my cheek ; 

But not for joy or sorrow. O my soul, 
Thy nature, power, or purpose, who can speak ! 



V 



JASMINE. 



BY JJJETS TAYLOR. 



Sweet Jessamine ! long may thy elegant flower 
Breathe fragrance and solace to me ; 

And long thy green sprigs overshadow the bower 
Devoted to friendship and thee. 

The eye that was dazzled, where lilies and roses 
Their brilliant assemblage displayed, 

With grateful delight on thy verdure reposes, 
A tranquil and delicate shade. 

But ah ! what dejection thy foliage expresses, 
Which pensively droops on her breast ; 

The dew of the evening has laden her tresses, 
And stands like a tear on her crest 

I '11 watch by thy side through the gloom of the 
night, 

Impatient till morning appears : 
No charm can awaken this heart to delight, 

My Jasmine, while thou art in tears. 

But soon will the shadows of night be withdrawn, 
Which ever in mercy are given j 



74 FEMALE POETS. 

And thou shalt be cheered by the light of the moi 
And fanned by the breezes of heaven. 

And still may thy tranquil and delicate shade 
Yield fragrance and solace to me ; 

For though all the flowers in my garden shou 
fade, 
My heart will repose upon thee. 



> 



^ 



SAY, SWEET CAROL! 

BT JOANNA BAILLIS. 

Sat, sweet Carol ! who are they 

Who-cheerly greet the rising day ? 

Little birds in leafy bower ; 

Swallows twittering on the tower ; 

Larks upon the light air borne ; 

Hunters roused with shrilly horn ; 

The woodman, whistling on his way ; 

The new- waked child at early play, 

Who barefoot prints the dewy green, 

Winking to the sunny sheen ; 

And the meek maid, who binds her yellow hair, 

And blithely doth her daily task prepare. 

Say, sweet Carol ! who are they 
Who welcome in the evening gray ? 
The housewife trim and merry lout, 
Who sit the blazing fire about ; 
The sage a-conning o'er his book ; 
The tired wight in rushy nook, 
Who, half asleep, but faintly heart 
The gossip's tale hum in his ears ; 
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The loosened steed in grassy stall ; 

The Thanies feasting in the hall ; 

But most of all, the maid of cheerful soul, 

Who fills her peaceful warrior's flowing bowl. 



> 



THE CHILD'S WISH IN JUNE. 



BT MRS. OILMAN. 



Mother, mother, the winds are at play ; 
Prithee let me be idle to-day. 
Look, dear mother, the flowers all lie 
Languidly under the bright, blue sky. 
See how slowly the streamlet glides ; 
Look how the violet roguishly hides ; 
Even the butterfly rests on the rose, 
And scarcely sips the sweets as he goes. 

Poor Tray is asleep in the noon-day sun, 
And the flies go about him one by one ; 
And pussy sits near with a sleepy grace, 
Without ever thinking of washing her face. 
There flies a bird to a neighbouring tree, 
But very lazily flieth he ; 
And he sits and twitters a gentle note, 
That scarcely ruffles his little throat 

Tou bid me be busy ; but, mother, hear 
How the hum-drum grass-hopper soundeth near ; 
And the soft west wind is so light in its play, 
It scarcely moves a leaf on the spray. 
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I wish, oh ! I wish I was yonder cloud, 

That sails about in its misty shroud ; 

Books and work I no more should see, 

And I 'd come and float, dear mother, o'er thee. 



WINTER. 



bt mm. siaoumnsY. 



I deem thee not unlovely, though thou com'st 
With a stern visage. To the tuneful bird, 
The blushing floweret, the rejoicing stream, 
Thy discipline is harsh. But unto man 
Methinks thou hast a kindlier ministry. 
Thy lengthened eve is full of fireside joys, 
And deathless linking of warm heart to heart, 
So that the hoarse storm passes by unheard. 
Earth, robed in white, a peaceful sabbath holds, 
And keepeth silence at her Maker's feet 
She ceaseth from the harrowing of the plough, 
And from the harvest shouting. 

Man should rest 
Thus from his fevered passions, and exhale 
The unbreathed carbon of his festering thought, 
And drink in holy health. As the tost bark 
Doth seek the shelter of some quiet bay, 
To trim its shattered cordage and restore 
Its riven sails — so should the toil-worn mind 
Refit for* time's rough voyage. Man, perchance, 
Soured by the world's sharp commerce, or impaired 
By the wild wanderings of his summer way, 
Turns like a truant scholar to his home, 
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And yields his nature to sweet influences 
That purify and save. 

The ruddy boy 
Gomes with his shouting schoolmates from their 

sport 
On the smooth frozen lake, as the first star 
Hangs, pure and cold, its twinkling cresset forth, 
And, throwing off his skates with boisterous glee, 
Hastes to his mother's side. Her tender hand 
Doth shake the snow-flakes from his glossy curb, 
She draws him nearer, and with gentle voice 
Asks of his lessons, while her lifted heart 
Solicits silently the Sire of Heaven 
To " bless the lad." The timid infant learns 
Better to love its sire — and longer sits 
Upon his knee, and with a velvet lip 
Prints on his brow such language, as the tongue 
Hath never spoken. 

Come thou to life's feast 
With dove-eyed meekness, and bland charity, 
And thou shalt find even Winter's rugged blasts 
The minstrel-teacher of thy well-tuned soul, 
And when the last drop of its cup is drained — 
Arising with a song of praise — go up 
To the eternal banquet 



WHAT IS LOVE? 

r 

BY MRS. CRAWFOHD. 

What is love ? — a rainbow glory, 

Cradled in a stormy cloud ; 
Glow-worm of a fairy story, 

Spangling beauty's shroud : 

Born in smiles, but nursed in sorrow, 
Love's the child of weeping skies ; 

Though the rose's bloom it borrow, 
Soon the fleeting splendor dies. 

Yet, with all of evil round it, 

Like a jewel darkly set, 
Dear as loving hearts have found it, 

How can they its light forget ? 

There 's a sweetness in its anguish, 
There 's a music in its sigh ; 

Hopes may wither, joys may languish, 
Still it lives, it cannot die. 

Though relentless fate may sever 
Hearts that love would fain unite, 

Mem'ry's star shall linger ever 
O'er that fount of young delight 

D 



i 
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All things fade away, and leave us ; 

Youth and health and fortune wane, 
Hopes betray, and friends deceive us ; 

Still we hug Love's rosy chain. 

Like, the cloistered vestal, telling 
Every holy bead with tears, 

Love, in gentle bosoms dwelling, 
Counts the joys of vanished years. 



THE SISTER'S GRAVE. 

BT A TOO WO UDT. 

I had a little sister once, 
And she was wondrous fair; 

Like twined links of the yellow gold 
Was the waving of her hair. 

Her face was like a day in June, 

When all is sweet and still, 
And the shadows of the summer clouds 

Creep softly o'er the hill. 

! my sister's voice — I hear it yet; 

It comes upon mine ear, 
Like the singing of a joyous bird, 

When the summer months are near. 

Sometimes the notes would rise at eve, 

So fairy-like and wild, 
My mother thought a spirit sang, 

And not the gentle child. 

But then we heard the little feet 

Come dancing to the door, 
And met the gaze of brighter eyes 

Than ever spirit wore. 
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And she would enter, full of glee, 
Her long fair tresses bound 

With a garland of the simple flowers 
By mountain streamlets found. 






She never bore the garden's pride, 

The red rose, on her breast ; 
Our own sweet wild-flower ever loved 

The other wild-flowers best. 

Like them she seemed to cause no toil, 

To give no pain or care, 
But to bask and bloom on a lonely spot, 

In the warm and sunny air. 

And oh ! like them, as they come in Spring 

And with Summer's fate decay, 
She passed with the sun's last parting smile 

From life's rough path away. 

And when she died — 'neath an old oak-tree 

My sister's grave was made ; 
For, when on earth, she used to love 

Its dark and pensive shade. 

And every Spring in that old tree 
The song-birds build their nests, 

And wild-flowers blow on the soft green turf 
Where my dead sister rests: 
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And the children of our village say, 
That on my sister's tomb , 

The wild flowers are the last that fade 
And the first that ever bloom. 

There is no stone raised there to tell 

My sister's name and age, 
For that dear name in every heart 

Is carved on memory's page. 

We miss her in the hour of joy ; 

For, when all hearts were light, 
There was no step so gay as hers, 

No eye so glad and bright. 

We miss her in the hour of wo ; 

For then she tried to cheer, 
And the soothing words of the pious child 

• Could dry the mourner's tear. 

Even when she erred we could not chide ; 

For, though the fault was small, 
She always mourned so much — and sued 

For pardon from us all. 

She was too pure for earthly love — 
Strength to our hearts was given, 

And we yielded her in her childhood's light 
To a brighter home in heaven.' 
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THE BREATH OF LIFE. 



Joy is the spirit's element. 
And joy is every where ; 

Not in a local heaven pent, 
But Tree as vital air. 

For ever hath she fed the soul : 

For aye her melodies shall roll. 

The morning stars together sang. 

In answer to her call ; 
When earth to life and beauty spran 

She graced and quickened all : 
Unveiled shall be her perfect day, 
Whene'er the heavens shall pass aw 

Where Alpine torrents plunge and h 
And urge their wild career, 

There, breathless, o'er the dim abyss 
The shepherd bends to hear 

flow, sporting in the viewless showt 

Joy her deep song of homage pour*. 

Now smiling in a Lapland home. 
Or couched in lurfy vales; 
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Now awful, throned in the simoom, 

Or winged with ocean gales; 
Now entering halls where princes dwell ; 
Now, home by dreams, the prison cell : 

Deep is her power to sway the will, 

Chaunting in nature's lays ; 
With deeper power her accents thrill 

In apostolic praise : 
But deepest when — awhile aloof — 
She speeds to hallow heaven's reproof. 

Joy is the spirit's element, 

And joy is every where. 
Away, then, with the weak complaint; 

Away with dread and care ! 
Around her is a radiant throng; 
Help thou their everlasting song. 
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INSCRIPTION 

I If A BEAUTIFUL RITKEAT CALLED 
FAIRY BOWER. 

BT HANNAH MORS. 

Airy spirits, you who love 
Cooling bower or shady grove ; 
Streams that murmur as they flow ; 
Zephyrs bland that softly blow ; 

Babbling echo, or the tale 
Of the love-lorn nightingale ; 
Hither, airy spirits, come ; 
This is your peculiar home. 

If you love a verdant glade, 
If you love a noon- tide shade, 
Hither, sylphs, and fairies, fly, 
Unobserved of earthly eye. 

Come, and wander every night 
By the moon- beam's glimmering light; 
And again at early day 
Brush the silver dews away. 
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Mark where first the daisies blow, 
Where the bluest violets grow*, 
Where the sweetest linnet sings, 
Where the earliest cowslip springs ; 

Where the largest acorn lies, 
Precious in a fairy's eyes : 
Sylphs, though unconfined to place, 
Love to fill an acorn's space. 

Come, and mark within what bush 
Builds the black-bird or the thrush ; 
Great his joy who first espies, 
Greater his who spares the prize ! 

Come, and watch the hallowed bower ; 
Chase the insect from the flower ; 
Little offices like these 
Gentle souls and fairies please. 

Mortals ! formed of grosser clay, 
From our haunts keep far away ; 
Or, if you should dare appear, 
See that you from vice are clear. 

Folly's minion, fashion's fool, 
Mad ambition's restless tool ! 
Slave of passion, slave of power, 
Fly, ah! fly this tranquil bower! 

d2 
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Son of avarice, soul of frost. 
Wretch ! of heaven abhorred the most, 
Learn to pity other's wants, 
Or avoid these hallowed haunts. 

Eye unconscious of a tear, 
When affliction's train appear ; 
Heart that never heaved a sigh 
For another, come not nigh. 

But, ye darling sons of heaven, 
Giving*what was freely given ; 
Tou whose liberal hands dispense 
The blessings of benevolence : 

You who wipe the tearful eye, 
You who stop the rising sigh, 
You whose souls have understood 
The luxury of doing good : 

Come, ye happy virtuous few, 
Open is my bower to you ; 
You these mossy banks may press; 
You each guardian lay shall bless. 



THE TAMED EAGLE. 

BT MRS. WSIX0. 

He sat upon his humble perch, nor flew 

At my approach, 

But as I nearer drew, 
Looked on me, as I fancied, with reproach, 

And sadness too : 

And something still his native pride proclaimed, 

Despite his wo ; 

Which when I marked — ashamed 
To see a noble creature brought so low — 

My heart exclaimed, 

Where is the fire that lit thy fearless eye, 
Child of the storm, 
When from thy home on high, 

Ton craggy-breasted rock, I saw thy form 
Cleaving the sky ? 

It grieveth me {p see thy spirit tamed ; 
Gone out the light 
That in thine eye-ball flamed, 

When to the mid-day sun thy steady flight 
Was proudly aimed ! 
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Mka the young dove forsaken, is the look 
Of thy sad eye, 
Who in some lonely nook, 

Mourneth upnn the willow-bough her death 
Be Bide the brook ; 

While somewhat sterner in thy downward g 
Doth seem to lower. 
And deep disdain betrays. 
As if thou eurs'd man's poorly-acted powi 
And seorn'd his praise. 

Oh, let not me insult thy fallen dignity, 

Poor injured bird. 

Gazing with vulgar eye 
Upon thy ruin ; for my heart is stirred 

To hear thy cry — 

And uwwereth to thee, as I turn to go — 

It is a stain 

On man! Thus, even thus low 
Be brought the wretch, who could lor sordid 

Work thee such wo! 



1/-S 



TO-MORROW. 



BT MRS. BARBAUJLD. 



See where the falling day 

In silence steals away, 
Behind the western hills withdrawn : 
Her fires are quenched, her beauty fled, 
While blushes all her face o'erspread, 
As conscious she had ill fulfilled 

The promise of the dawn. 

Another morning soon shall rise, 
Another day salute our eyes, 
As smiling and as fair as she, 
And make as many promises : 

But do not thou 

The tale believe ; 

They 're sisters all, 

And all deceive. 
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THE WILD VIOLET. 

BT MISS H. F. GOULD. 

Violet, violet, sparkling with dew, 
Down in the meadow-land wild where you grew, 
How did you come by the beautiful blue 
With which your soft petals unfold ? 
And how do you hold up your tender young head, 
When rude sweeping winds rush along o'er your 

bed, 
And dark gloomy clouds, ranging over you, shed 
Their waters so heavy and cold ? 

No one has nursed you or watched you an hour, 
Or found you a place in the garden or bower; 
And they cannot yield me so lovely a flower, 

As here I have found at my feet ! 
Speak, my sweet violet ! answer and tell 
How you have grown up and flourished so well, 
And look so contented where lowly you dwell, 

And we thus by accident meet ! 

' The same careful hand/ the violet said, 
' That holds up the firmament, holds up my head! 
And He, who with azure the skies overspread, 
Has painted the violet blue. 
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He sprinkles the stars out above me by night, 
And sends down the sunbeams at morning with 

light, 
To make my new coronet sparkling and bright, 
When formed of a drop of his dew ! 

« I 've nought to fear from the black heavy cloud, 
Or the breath of the tempest that comes strong and 

loud ! 
Where, born in the lowland, and far from the crowd, 

I know and I live but for One. 
He soon forms a mantle about me to cast, 
Of long silken grass, till the rain and the blast, 
And all that seemed threatening, have harmlessly 
passed, 

As the clouds scud before the warm sun ! ' 



LAST NIGHT. 



I »at with one I love last night; 

I heard a sweet, an olden strain, 
In other days it woke delight,— 
Last night but pain ! 

Last night I saw the stars arise, 
Bui clouds soon dimm'd the ether 

And when we sought each other's t 
Tears dimm'd them too. 

We pace along our favorite walk. 
But pace in silence, broken- heart 

Of old we used to smile and talk, — 
iasl night we parted i 

Oh! grief can give the blight of yei 
The strong impress of the dead ; 

We looked farewell through blinilin 
And then Hope fled! 



THE CAPTIVE'S DREAM. 

BT AGNKS STRICKLAND. 

I dreamed in my desolate prison-room 
A dream of joy in the lonely night ; 

I had burst from captivity's sorrows and gloom, 
And my bosom o'erflowed with a gush of delight, 

As in freedom I stood on my own native shore. 

And beheld the dear home of my childhood once 
more. 

I gathered fresh flowers by the beautiful stream, 
Where I wove the bright garlands in youth's 
early day ; 

I saw the blue skies and the sun's glorious beam, 
And tasted the fresh genial breezes of May : 

Oh ! never before had such rapture been mine, 

Or suns and blue skies appeared half so divine. 

And never had nature's young livery of green 
Seemed so fair as the verdure I gazed upon then ; 

I would not have exchanged for the gems of a queen 
One bud of the violets that bloomed in that glen ; 

For the lowliest herb that grew wildly and free 

Had a charm that before was ne'er recked of by me. 



* 



% 
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And friends were around me — the friends of my 
youth ; 
And him, the beloved and lamented of years, 
Devoted as when he first pledged his fond truth, 
I gazed on once more through my fast-flowing 
tears; 
But my dream was dispelled as his soul- thrilling 

tone 
In my sleeping ear whispered, * I still am thy own.' 



THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 



BT MM. HX1U.RS. 



They grew in beauty side by side, 
They filled one home with glee — 

Their graves are severed far and wide, 
By mount, and stream, and sea. 

The same fond mother bent at night 

O'er each fair sleeping brow ; 
She had each folded flower in sight — 

Where are those dreamers now ? 

One 'midst the forests of tile West, 

By a dark stream, is laid — 
The Indian knows his place of rest, 

Far in the cedar shade. 

The sea, the blue lone sea, hath one, 
He lies where pearls lie deep — 

He was the loved of all, yet none 
O'er his low bed may weep. 

One sleeps where southern vines are drest, 

Above the noble slain ; 
He wrapt his colors round bis breast, 

On a blood-red field of Spain. 
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And one — o'er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fanned ; 

She faded 'midst Italian flowers, 
The last of that bright band. 

And parted thus they rest, who played 
Beneath the same green tree ; 

Whose voices mingled as they prayed 
Around one parent knee ! 

They that with smiles lit up the hall, 
And cheered with song the hearth — 

Alas ! for love, if thou wert all, 
And nought beyond, Oh earth ! 



4 



CHILDHOOD. 



BT HIM S. *. PXABODY. 



Thou bright spirit ! though wishes only show 
How weak we are — how little 'tis we know, 
My heart will wish that childhood's sacred power 
Could still prolong for thee its consecrating hour. 

Tet what is time ? I know the spirit pure 
That breathes in childhood's bosom may endure 
The shock of years, and that its sunny eye 
Doth tell of that within that may refuse to die ; 

For childhood's bosom is the poet's dream, 
The soul undarkened yet by earth, the gleam 
Of light that was in Paradise, the tree 
Whose fruit is genius, power, and immortality ! 

But ah ! how many turn aside and eat 
The tree of death. Unfortified to meet 
The giant spirit of the earth, they die 
To all that makes life blest, beneath hie withering 
eye! 

Oh ! rush not thou so blindly into life, 
Nor ask too early for the giant strife ; 
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Still dwell secure, while love and joy grow strong, 
'Mid childhood's trusting prayers and sacred fear 
of wrong. 

T is thus the saint, the hero, and the sage, 
Preserve the un fallen man from age to age ; 
With childhood's asking heart still looking up, 
Till He, the source of good, hath filled the o'er- 
flowing cup. 

And hence the artist and the poet draw * 

Their power to charm, to elevate, to awe ; 
Faithful to childhood's love and interests, lo ! 
On beauty calling, — Paradise again doth glow ! 

And is it thus ? And is the gifted eye 

The unfettered flow of pure humanity ? 

And doth the Eternal Beauty, Truth, and Good 

Thus o'er the fountain-head of soul forever brood ? 

Then ever be a child ! in this one prayer 
I ask for all the loftiest man can share,— 
The spirit free from " custom's frosty weight," 
And open to each thought that makes the human 
being great. 



WINTER. 

BT FRANCS! A. XBIIBUB.* 

I saw him on his throne, far in the north, 

Him ye call Winter, picturing him ever 

An aged man, whose frame, with palsied shiver, 

Bends o'er the fiery element, his foe. 

But him I saw was a young god, whose brow 

Was crowned with jagged icicles, and forth 

From his keep spirit-like eyes, there shone a light 

Broad, glaring, and intensely cold and bright. 

His breath, like sharp-edged arrows pierced the 

air; 
The naked earth crouched shuddering at his feet ; 
His finger on all murmuring waters sweet 
Lay icily, — motion nor sound was there ; 
Nature seemed frozen — dead ; and still and slow 
A winding-sheet fell o'er her features fair, 
Flaky and White, from his wide wings of snow. 

* Now Mr§. Butler. 
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THE RIVER. 



Rives! River! little River! 

Bright you sparkle on your way 
O'er the yellow pebbles dancing, 
Through (he flowers and foliage gl 

Like a child at play. 

River! River! swelling River! 

On you rush o'er rough and smix 
Louder, faster, brawling, leaping 
Over rooks, by rose- banks sweeplnj 

Like impetuous youth. 

Hives'! River! brimming River! 

Broad and deep and tlill as Time 
Seeming still, — yet still in motion 
Tending onward to the ocean. 



Just like mortal 






River! River! rapid River! 

Swifter now you slip away; 
Swift and silent as an arrow. 
Through > channel dark and narroi 

Like life's closing day. 
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Hirer! River! headlong River! 

Down you dash into the sea; 
Sea, that line hath never sounded, 
Sea, that voyage hath never rounded, 

Like eternity. 



10$ FEMALE POETS. 



RADIANT CLOUDS AT SUNSET. 



BT MRI. SIGOUR1UBY. 



Bright Clouds ! ye are gathering one by one, 
Ye are sweeping in pomp round the dying sun, 
With crimson banner and golden pall, 
Like a host to their chieftain's funeral ; 
Perchance ye tread to that hallowed spot 
With a muffled dirge, though we hear it not. 
But methinks ye lower with a lordlier crest 
And a gorgeous flush, as he sinks to rest. 
Not thus in the day of his pride and wrath 
Did ye dare to press on his glorious path ; 
At his noon-tide glance ye have quaked with fear, 
And hasted to hide in your misty sphere. 

Do you say he is dead ? — You exult in vain, 
Witi. your rainbow robe and your swelling train: 
He shall rise again with his strong, bright ray, 
He shall reign in power when you fade away, 
When ye darkly cower in your vapory hall, 
Tintless, and naked, and noteless all. 

The Soul ! — The Soul ! — with its eye of fire, 
Thus, thus shall it soar, when its foes expire ; 
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It shall spread its wings o'er the ills that pained, 
The evils that shadowed, the sins that stained ; 
It shall dwell where no rushing cloud hath sway, 
And the pageants of earth shall have melted away. 
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THE LIBRARY. 



BT MRS. ABOT. 



"\ 



Oh ! marvel not that day by day 
I love to seek this quiet room, 

Although the thoughtless and the gay 
Deem it a haunt of lonely gloom. 

The shelves around, whose crowded rows 
Appear so dull and grave to thee, 

To my enraptured sense disclose 
A bright and goodly company. 

Lessons of varied kinds they teach, 
They tell me tales of former times, 

Nay, oft assume the very speech 
Of distant lands and foreign climes. 

Nor strive they with officious zeal 
My praise and notice to command, 

Each, with persuasive, mute appeal, 
Invites my eye and courts my hand. 

Sometimes a stranger I select, 
On whom my eager gaze to bend ; 

Sometimes salute with fond respect 
An old and well-remembered friend. 
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And many a friend surrounds me here, 
Of long-tried worth and changeless truth ; 

Some my wise guides through life's career, 
Some the dear playmates of my youth. 

Even in childhood's opening day, - 

My shining toys I oft forsook, 
And stole to solitude away, 

To hold sweet converse with a book. 

And, as new comprehension came, 
More brightly glowed instruction's page, 

And lighted with a steady flame 
The path of my advancing age. 

Most soothing, then, appears this scene, 

Renewing fancies of the past ; 
Where knowledge has our first love been, 

It seldom fails to be our last. 

What varied claims invite my choice ! 

Historians here their records pour ; 
Statesmen contend, with fluent voice; 

Sages reveal their learned store ; 

Philosophers the secrets tell 

Treasured by nature and by art; 
Poets unfold, with sweeter spell, 

The secrets of the human heart ; 
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And writers purer, nobler yet, 
Soaring all earthly themes above, 

With faithful zeal before us set 
The blessed truths of gospel love ! 

Such truths, indeed, one volume fill, 
Our safeguard through this world of strife, 

Beyond all works of human skill, 
The Book of Wisdom and of Life. 

Yet mortal skill each holy truth 
May place in lights distinct and plain, 

To fix the faith of timid youth, 
And prove the sceptic's doubtings vain. * 

And mortal pen may well express 
The fortitude that never faints, 

The patience, peace, and holiness 
Of God's own band, his chosen saints, 

Encompassed by such spirits here, 
Whose voices reach me from the dead, 

Shall I desert this tranquil sphere, 
And seek the trifling crowd instead? 

When o'er these volumes I have hung 
A few absorbing hours, I then, 

With spirits braced and nerves new-«trung, - 
Can go among my fcllow*men; 
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Secure that, if ordained to meet 
With disappointment, care, or pain, 

I soon can seek my still retreat, 
And greet my silent friends again. 

Nay, smile not at my warmth — I deem 
My loved pursuits of better worth 

Than pleasure's spell, ambition's dream, 
The praise of man, the pomps of earth. 

Oh ! would that all who own their ties 
The glittering thraldom could resign, 

And learn to cherish and to prize 
Such calm and peaceful joys as mine . 
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TO MATILDA, SKETCHING. 

BT TBS COURTS!! OP BUBSSIHOTOIT. 

Yes, sketch the landscape, fix each glowing hue, 
Give earth's gay verdure and the sky's bright blue ; 
Let the fair scene upon thy paper live, 
With all the truth thy graceful hand can give ; 
For soon will winter come, with boisterous breeze, 
Sweeping their leafy honors from the trees, 
And sullen clouds impel the driving storm, 
The beauties of the landscape to deform. 
Then all that now is smiling bright and fair 
The sombre garb of winter drear will wear; 
Then wilt thou joy thy graphic work to view, 
Which brings thee back each graceful form and 

hue, 
As bright and gay as when thy pencil sought 
To fix the brilliant tints by Nature wrought 



THE CHILD ON THE BEACH. 



BT Mill H. r. GOULD. 



Mart, a beautiful, artless child, 

Came down on the beach to me, 
Where I sat, and a pensive hour beguiled 

By watching the restless sea. 

I never had seen her face before, 

And mine was to her unknown ; 
But we each rejoiced on that peaceful shore 

The other to meet alone. 

Her cheek was the rose's opening bud, 

Her brow of an ivory white ; 
Her eyes were bright as the stars that stud 

The sky of a cloudless night. 

To reach my side as she gaily sped, 

With the step of a bounding fawn, 
The pebbles scarce moved beneath her tread, 

Ere the little light foot was gone. 

With the love of a holier world than this 

Her innocent heart seemed warm ; 
While the glad, young spirit looked out with bliss 

From its shrine in her sylph-like form. 
e2 
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Her soul seemed spreading, the scene to spaa, 

That opened before her view, 
And longing for power to look the plan 

Of the universe fairly through. 

She climbed and stood on the rocky steep, 
Like a bird that would mount and fly 

Far over the waves, where the broad, blue deep 
Rolled up to the bending sky. 

She placed her lips to the spiral shell, 

And breathed through every fold ; 
She looked for the depth of its pearly cell, 

As a miser would look for gold. 

Her small white fingers were spread to toss 

The foam as it reached the strand : 
She ran them along in the purple moss, 

And over the sparkling sand. 

The green sea-egg, by its tenant left, 

And formed to an ocean -cup, 
She held by its sides, of their spears bereft, 

To fill, as the waves rolled up. 

But the hour went round, and she knew the space 

Her mother's soft word assigned ; 
While she seemed to look with a saddening face 

On all she must leave behind. 



\ 
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She Marched 'mid the pebbles, and, finding one 

Smooth, clear, and of amber dye, 
She held it up to the morning sun, 
' And over her own mild eye. 

Then, « Here,' said she, « I will give you this, 

That you may remember me ! ' 
And she sealed her gift with a parting kiss, 

And fled from beside the sea. 

Mary, thy token is by me yet. 

To me 'tis a dearer gem 
Than ever was brought from the mine, or set 

In the loftiest diadem. 

It carries me back to the far-off deep, 

And places me on the shore, 
Where the beauteous child, who bade me keep 

Her pebble, I meet once more. 

And all that is lovely, pure, and bright 

In a soul that is young, and free 
From the stain of guile, and the deadly blight 

Of sorrow, I find in thee. 

I wonder if ever thy tender heart 

In memory meets me there, 
Where thy soft, quick sigh, as we had to part, 

Wo caught by the ocean-air. 
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Blest one ! over time's rude shore, on thee 

May an angel-guard attend, 
And « a white stone bearing a new name 9 be 

Thy passport when time shall end ! 



THE WOOD-MOUSE. 

BT MART HOWITT. 

D' ye know the little wood-mouse ? 

That pretty little thing, 
That sits among the forest-leaves, 

Or by the forest-spring ? 

Its fur is red, like the red chestnut, 

And it is small and slim ; 
It leads a life most innocent 

Within the forest dim. 

'Tis a timid, gentle creature, 
And seldom comes in sight ; 

It has a long and wiry tail, 
And eyes both black and bright. 

It makes its bed of soft, dry moss, 
In a hole that's deep and strong ; 

And there it sleeps, secure and warm, 
The dreary winter long. 

And, though it keeps no calendar, 
It knows when flowers are springing ; 

And it waketh to its summer-life, 
When the nightingale is singing. 
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Upon the boughs the squirrel plays, 
The wood-mouse plays below ; 

And plenty of food he finds for himself, 
Where the beech and chestnut grow. 

He sits in the hedge-sparrow's nest, 
When its summer brood is fled ; 

And picks the berries from the bough 
Of the hawthorn overhead. 

And I saw a little wood-mouse once, 

Like Ob e rem, in his hall, 
With the green, green moss beneath his feet, 

Sit under a mushroom tall. 

I saw him sit, and his dinner eat, 

All under the forest-tree, — 
His dinner of chestnut ripe and red ; 

And he ate it heartily. 

I wish you could have seen him there ; 

It did my spirit good, 
To see the small thing God had made 

Thus eating in the wood. 

I saw that God regardeth tbem, 
Those creatures weak and small : 

Their table in the wild is spread 
By Him who cares for all. 



THE CONFESSION. 

Br MISS PARDOE. 

Father, I love the meadows, 

Where the turf is fresh and green, 
And I love the shady hedge-rows, 

Where the purple violet's seen** 
And I dearly love to hear the song 

Of the wild-bird in the trees, 
When the hair is lifted from my brow 

By the gentle morning breeze. 

Father, it is pleasant 

'Neath the clustering boughs to steal, 
When to the golden harvest-field 

I take your noon-day meal : 
And it is very gay*to listen, 

When the sheaves the reapers bind. 
To their merry laughter, as it swells 

Upon the summer wind. 

Father, it is beautiful 

To see the sun decline, 
When his slanting beams make stream and tree 

In floods of glory shine : — 
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To wander in the shady lanes, 
Or in the green-wood stray — 

To me it is the loveliest boor 
Throughout the five-long day. 

Bat, lather, when the darkening sky 

Sheds gloom upon the earth ; 
When the birds are silent in the boughs, 

And the loathsome bat comes forth ; 
When the owl is shrieking from her hole 

In the ivy-mantled tower, 
I tremble as I walk alone 

In that dull and dreanr hour. 

Father, yon know the dark-eyed youth, 

Who came from distant lands, 
To soothe his gray-haired mother's age 

By the labor of bis hands ; 
Sometimes I *ve met him in the way, 

As I 've trembled in die doom, 
And with a gentle brother's care 

He has brought me safely home. 

Father, die moon and stars have shone 

In the sky above my head, 
As together we have moved along 

By the path where I have led : 
And oh, the wondrous tales he tells 

Of die billows' wanton sport! 



a 
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I have ever thought, as we wandered on, 
That the way was very short 

Father, he is a pious son, 

So all the neighbours say, 
And as civil as the other lads, 

Though he's been so far away : 
He often lends a helping hand 

With my pitcher at the well, 
Or bears my basket when I go 

With your dinner to the dell. 

Father, you are no longer young, 

And I cannot bear to see 
How very hard you 're forced to work, 

To support yourself and me : 
I often wish you had a son 

Who could share your evening task, 
While you might at our cottage-door 

In the evening sun-shine bask. 

Father, a stout and willing heart 

Should stand in lieu of gold, 
For industry will prosper still, 

As we are often told : 
I know of one would gladly share 

Your labor, but he 's poor — 
May he not tell his tale himself? 

Father, he's at the door. 



FIDELITY. 



BT 



I lotid thee — not bec ame thy brow 
Was bright and beautiful as day, 
Nor that on thy sweet fip the glow 
Was joyous as yon sunny ray ; 
No : though I saw thee fairest far, 
The sun that hid each m e an e r star, 
Yet 'twas not th» that tanght me first 
The lore that silent tears hare nursed. 
And now could erer beauty wane. 
Till not one noble trace remain ; 
Could genins sink in doll decay, 
And wisdom cease to lend her ray; 
Shoold all that 1 hare worshipped change* 
E 'en this conld not my heart estrange; 
Thon still would* be the first, the first 
That taught the lore sad tears £*▼* 



MOTHER, WHAT IS DEATH ? 

BT Ml. (ULMAV. 

M Mothxk, how still the baby lies ! 

I cannot hear his breath ; 
I cannot see his langhing eyes— 

They tell me this is death. 

"My little work I thought to bring, 

And sat down by his bed, 
And pleasantly I tried to sing— 

They hashed me — he is dead. 

"They say that he again will rise, 

More beantiful than now ; 
That God will Mess him in the skies - 

O, mother, tell me how ! 



r» 



" Daughter, do you remember, dear, 
The cold, dark thing you brought, 

And laid upon the casement here,— 
A withered worm, you thought ? 

•* I told you that Almighty power 
Could break that withered shell, 

And show you, in a future hour, 
Something would please yon well 
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" Look at the chrysalis, my love, — 

An empty shell it lies ; 
Now raise your wondering glance above, 

To where yon insect flies ! " 

" O, yes, mamma ! how very gay 

Its wings of starry gold ! 
And se« ! it lightly flies away 

Beyond ray gentle hold. 

" 0, mother, now I know full well, 
If God that worm can change, 

And draw it from this broken cell, 
On golden wings to range, — 

" How beautiful will brother be, 
When God shall give him wings, 

Above this dying world to flee, 
And live with heavenly things ! " 



THE SOUND OF THE SEA. 



BT MBS. HEHAirs. 



Thou art sounding on, thou mighty sea, 

Forever and the same ! 
The ancient rocks yet ring to thee, 

Whose thunders nought can tame. 

Oh ! many a glorious voice is gone 

From the rich bowers of earth, 
And hushed is many a lovely one 

Of mournfulness or mirth. 

The Dorian flute that sighed of yore 

Along thy wave is still ; 
The harp of Judah peals no more 

On Zion's awful hill. 

And Memnon's lyre hath lost the chord 

That breathed the mystic tone, 
And the songs at Rome's high triumphs poured 

Are with her eagles flown. 

And mute the Moorish horn, that rang 

O'er stream and mountain free, 
And the hymn the leagued Crusaders sang 

Hath died in Galilee. 
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But thou art swelling on, thou deep, 
Through many an olden clime, 

Thy billowy anthem, ne'er to sleep 
Until the close of time. 

Thou liftest up thy solemn voice 

To every wind and sky, 
And all our earth's green shores rejoice 

In that one harmony. 

It fills the noontide's calm profound, 

The sunset's heaven of gold ; 
And the still midnight hears the sound, * 

E'en as when first it rolled. 

Let there he silence, deep and strange, 

Where sceptred cities rose ! 
Tlum speak'st of One who doth not change • 

— So may our hearts repose. 



THE CHAMBER OF DEATH. 

■T MR*. CRAWFORD. 

Oh ! the stillness and the gloom 

Of the chamber of the dead! 
Where the flowers that gaily bloom, 

And the light by taper shed, 
Mock the faded form of clay, 

And the darkness of those eyes 
Whence the soul hath passed away, 

As a vapor, to the skies. 

Oh ! the sadness and the chill 

Of the living, as they wend 
To the chamber shrining still 

The relics of a friend ; 
When, with noiseless step, as though 

The dead were but asleep, 
To the solemn bed they go, 

O'er the senseless one to weep. 

Oh ! the paleness of the cheek, 
In its shroud of deadly white. 

And the moveless lips, that speak 
With a holy prophet's might; 
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And the hands so still and cold, 
With a decent grace arrayed, 

Whose sponsal gloves enfold 
The bride that death has made. 

Oh ! the glitter and the gloom 

Of the coffin, as it stands 
In the closely-curtained room ; 

Till the priest in holy bands 
Shall usher it the way, 

And, with blessed words of grace, 
Embalm the shrouded clay 

For its narrow dwelling-place. 

Oh ! the pang to loving friend ! 

When the bearers of the dead 
To that darkened room ascend, 

Whence th' immortal spirit fled ! 
As they hear the solemn sound 

Of the heavy feet above, 
How freshly bleeds the wound 

In the pierced heart of love ! 

Oh ! the pageantry of woe ! 

When the hearse with nodding plum< 
And the mantled mourners go 

On their pathway to the tombs : 
When the snowy kerchief drowns 

The sobbings of despair, 
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And the holy church-bell sounds 
From the Sabbath-house of prayer. 

Oh ! the grief of friends that meet, 

When the burial-rite is past, 
Full fondly to repeat, 

While their tears are dropping fast, 
The virtues of the dead, 

And rehearse the dying scene ; — 
Such things and such, she said, 

Then pause — and weep between. 

Oh U the wildness of regret 

For the loved one past away, 
" When the golden sun has set 

Of that ever-living day ; 
And the first night closes o'er 

The friend within the tomb, 
Whose voice shall sound no more 

'Till nature's day of doom. 
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THE LIGHT OF HOME. 



BT MB*. 



My boy, thou wilt dream the world it fair, 

And thy spirit will sigh to roam ; 
And thou must go ; but never, when there, 

Forget the light of home. 

Tho' pleasure may smile with a ray more bright, 

It dazzles to lead astray : 
Like the meteor's flash, 't will deepen the night, 

When thou tread'st the lonely way. 

But the hearth of home has a constant flame, 

And pure as vestal fire : 
*T will burn, 't will burn, forever the same, 

For nature feeds the pyre. 

The sea of ambition is tempest-tost, 
And thy hopes may vanish like foam ; 

But when sails are shivered and rudder lost, 
Then look to the light of home ; — 

And there, like a star through the midnight dot 
Thou shalt see the beacon bright ; 
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For never, till shining on thy shroud. 
Can be quenched its holy light. 

The sun of fame, 'twill gild the name ; 

But the heart ne'er felt its ray ; 
And fashion's smiles, that rich ones claim, 

Are but beams of a wintry day. 

And how cold and dim those beams must be, 
Should life's wretched wanderer come ! 

But, my boy, when the world is dark to thee, 
Then turn to the light of home. 
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COTTAGE-SCENE. 



BT MRS. SIOOUftlfBT. 



I saw a cradle at a cottage-door, 
Where the fair mother, with her cheerful wheel, 
Carolled so sweet a song, that the young bird, 
Which, timid, near the threshold sought for seeds, 
Paused on his lifted foot, and raised his head, 
As if to listen. The rejoicing bees 
Nestled in throngs amid the woodbine cups 
That o'er the lattice clustered. A clear stream 
Came leaping from its sylvan height, and poured 
Music upon the pebbles, — and the winds 
Which gently 'mid the vernal branches played 
Their idle freaks, brought showering blossoms 

down, 
Surfeiting earth with sweetness. 

Sad I came 
From weary commerce with the heartless world ; 
But when I felt upon my withered cheek 
My mother Nature's breath, — and heard the trump 
Of those gay insects at their honied toil, 
Shining like winged jewelry, — and drank 
The healthful odor of the flowering trees 
And bright-eyed violets; — but, most of all, 
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When I beheld mild slumbering Innocence, 

And on that young maternal brow the smile 

Of those affections which do purify 

And renovate the soul, I turned me back 

In gladness, and with added strength, to run 

My weary race — lifting a thankful prayer 

To Him who showed me some bright tints of 

HeUen 
Here oa thjtiarth, that I might safer walk 
And firmer combat sin, and surer rise 
From earth to Heaven. 
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DEATH. 



BY CAB0U9TX SOWU*. 



Come not in terrors clad, to claim 

An unresisting prey ; 
Come like an evening shadow. Death! 

So stealthily ! so silently ! 
And shut my eyes, and steal my breath : 

Then willingly — Oh ! willingly 
With thee I '11 go away. 

What need to clutch with iron grasp 
What gentlest touch may take ? 

What need with aspect dark to scare ! 
So awfully ! so terribly ! 

The wearied soul would hardly care, — 
Called quietly — called tenderly, — 

From thy dread power to break ! 

Tis not as when thou markest oat 
The young, the gay, the blest, 

The loved, the loving — they who dream 
So happily ! so hopefully ! 

Then harsh thy kindest call may seem, 
And shrinkingly — reluctantly. 

The summoned may obey. 
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But I have drank enough of life, 

(The cup assign'd to me 
Dashed with a little sweet at best, 

So scantily ! so scantily !) 
To know full well that all the rest 

More bitterly— more bitterly 
Drugged to the last will be. 

And I may live to pain some heart 

That kindly cares for me, — 
To pain, but not to bless. Death, 

Come quietly — come lovingly, 
And shut mine eyes and steal my breath. 

Then willingly — oh ! willingly 
I Ml go away with thee. 
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RIDDLE. 



BT MRS. BABBAULD. 



From rosy bowers we issue forth, 
From east to west, from south to north, 
Unseen, unfelt, by night, by day, 
Abroad we take our airy way : 
We foster love and kindle strife, 
The bitter and the sweet of life : 
Piercing and sharp, we wound like steel ; 
Now, smooth as oil, those wounds we heal : 
Not strings of pearl are valued more, 
Or gems enchased in golden ore ; 
Yet thousands of us, every day, 
Worthless and vile are thrown mway. 
Ye wise, secure with bars of brass 
The double doors through which we pass ; 
For, once escaped, back to oar cell 
No human art can us compel. 



WISHES. 



BT MRS. GILMAir. 



ANNA. 

I wish I was a small bird. 

Among the leaves to dwell. 
To scale the sky in gladness, 

Or seek the lonely dell ; 
My matin song should celebrate 

The glory of the earth, 
And my vesper hymn ring gladly 

With the trill of careless mirth. 

ELLEN. 

I wish I was a flow'ret, 

To blossom in the grove, 
And spread my opening leaflets 

Among the plants I love ; 
No hand would roughly cull me, 

As I looked up to the sky ; 
I silently should ope to life, / 

And quietly should die. 

F2 < 
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MARY. 

1 wish I was a gold-fish, 

To seek the sunny wave, 
To part the gentle ripple, 

And amid its coolness lave ; 
1 would glide through life delighted, 

Amidst the glow of day, 
And, when night came on in softness, 

Beneath the star-beam play. 

MOTHER. 

Hush ! hush ! romantic prattlers, 

You know not what you say, 
When soul, the crown of mortals, 

You would lightly throw away. 
What is the songster's warble 

And the flow'ret's blush refined 
To the noble thought of Deity 

Within your opening mind ? 



t 



MEMORY. 



BT MRS. L. P. SMITH. 



I've pleasant thoughts that memory brings, 

In moments free from care, 
Of a fairy-like and laughing girl, 

With roses in her hair ; 
Her smile was like the star-light 

Of summer's softest skies, 
And words of joyousness there shone 

From out her witching eyes. 

Her looks were looks of melody ; 

Her voice was like the swell 
Of sudden music, notes of mirth, 

That of wild gladness tell ; 
She came, like spring, with pleasant sounds 

Of sweetness and of mirth, 
And her thoughts were those wild flowery ones 

That linger not on earth. 

I know not of her destiny, 

Or where her smile now strays ; 
But the thought of her comes over me 

With my own lost sunny days, — 
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With moonlight hoars, and far-cff friends 

And many pleasant things, 
That have gone the way of all the earth 

On Time's resistless wings. 



THE SLEEPER. 

BY MBS. HBMAITS. 

Oh ! lightly, lightly tread ! 

A holy thing is sleep, 
On the worn spirit shed, 

And eyes that wake to weep — 

A holy thing from Heaven, 

A gracious dewy cloud, 
A covering mantle given 

The weary to enshroud. 

Oh! lightly, lightly tread! 

Revere the pale, still brow, 
The meekly-drooping head, 

The long hair's willowy flow. 

Ye know not what ye do, 
That call the slumberer back 

From the world unseen by you 
Unto life's dim faded track. 

Her soul is far away, 
In her childhood's land, perchance, 
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Where her young sisters play, 
Where shines her mother** glance. 

Some old sweet natrre sound 
Her spirit hapry w cares ; 

A harmony profound 
Of woods with all their leaTes; 

A manner of the sea, 

A laughing tone of streams: — 
Long may her sojourn be 

In die music-land of dreams ! 

Each Toice of lore is there, 
Each gleam of beauty fled, 

Each lost one still more fair — 
Oh! lightly, lightly tread! 
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BY-GONE YEARS. 



BT MRS. CRAWFORD. 



When mem'ry weaves her chain o'er me, 

And tells of other years, 
Like some forgotten melody 

The sound of home appears. 

What happy days come trooping round 

The spirit, as we muse ! 
Old Christmas with his hollies bound, 

And gifts none might refuse. 

The new-year's day still ushered in 

With wishes dear to all, — 
Gay bells without, and mirth within, 

To cheer the ancient hall. 

The blazing hearth, where oft we sate 

In joyous circle round, 
And parents, sisters, brothers met, 

And songs were heard resound. 

That holy hearth is dark and chill ; 

No sounds of mirth are there, 
No mother's blessed form, to fill 

The long-disused chair. 
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Those matron eyes are veiled in death, 
That wept and watched o'er me, 

And silent her melodious breath,— 
Dear nature's minstrelsy. 

Oh ! where are all her nursling train, 
And he, the sire of all ? 

What links are broken ? what remain, 
The sleeping to recall ? 

Like hardier flowers in winter time, 
Some scattered ones are left, 

To tell of youth's departed prime 
And home of friends bereft. 

Thas past away, the golden dream 
Of youth, and youth's delight ; 

A fairy ray, a misty beam, 
Just dawns upon the sight 

And those who died in battle-field, 
Or wore with slow decay, 

Come back to me, in dreams revealed, 
On some peculiar day. 

Tet still the early-lost, the loved, 
k Are indistinct through years ; 

We see them, but as stars, removed, 
And dimly through our tears. 
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So wisely the Eternal's mind 

Has fashioned human grief ; 
Earth still has treasures left behind, 

And moments sweet as brief. 

And Christmas,, though it bring along 

A thought of other days, 
Has still its merry jest and song,—- 

Its hearths that nightly blaze. 

And new-year's day comes tripping in, 

With wishes as of yore ; t 

Though we may sigh for what has been, 

We cannot shut the door. 

Then heap the fire, and light the hall, 

And drink to living ties ; 
And if a tear in silence fall, 

For friends in holier skies— 

'T will sanctify the hours of mirth, 

And light our hearts above, 
To Him who gave the New Year birth, 

To sing His boundless love. 

4 
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SOLITUDE. 



S 

Of modest air tad brow serene! 
"Ti* thou inspir** the Age's 
Thepaefa 



of Tirtae, none of thought 
Bj thee were 



Ami » tli j mp fmr 



Whate'er exalts, refines, ami 
Inrites to thought, to Tirtae 
Whate'er is perfect, mir, and good, 



la thea* bleat ahadea, O sdH 
Toy peaceful, unmolested reigo 
Let do disorderM thoughts 
0* thy repose, sweet Solitude ! 



With thee, die charm of life aball mat, 
Although its roay bloom be put; 
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Shall still endure when Time shall spread 
His silver blossoms o'er my head. 

No more with this vain world perplex'd, 
Thou shalt prepare me for the next ; 
The springs of life shall gently cease, 
And angels point the way to peace. 
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' MATERNAL LOVE. 



▲jroiiTifoai. 



It hath passed, my daughter ! fare thee well ! 

Pledged is the faith, inscribed the vow ; 
Yet let these gushing tear-drops speak 

Of all thy mother's anguish now ; 
And when, on distant stranger shores, 

Love beams from brighter eyes than mine, 
When other hands thy tresses weave, 

And other lips are pressed to thine, — 

O, then remember her who grieves, 

With parent-fondness, for her child ; 
Whose lonely path, of thee bereft, 

Is like some desert, lone and wild, 
Where erst a simple floweret grew, 

Where erst one timid wild-bird sung, 
Now lonely, dark, and desolate, 

No bird nor flower its shades among. 

When care shall dim thy sunny eye, 
And one by one the ties are broken, 

That bind thee to the earth, this kiss 
Will linger yet — thy mother's token; 
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'T will speak her changeless love for thee, — 
Speak what she strives in vain to tell, 

The yearnings of a parent's heart ; — 
My darling child, farewell ! farewell ! I 
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THE LITTLE FOOT. 

BT Mill H. F. GOULD. 

My boy, as gently on my breast, 

From infant sport, thou sink'st to rest; 

And on my hand I feel thee put, 

In playful dreams, thy little foot, 

The thrilling touch sets every string 

Of my full heart to quivering; 

For ah ! I think, what chart can show 

The ways through which this foot may go? 

Its print will be, in childhood's hours, 
Traced in the garden, round the flowers ; 
But youth will bid it leap the rills, 
Bathe in the dew on distant hills, 
Roam o'er the vales, and venture out 
When riper years would pause and doubt, 
Nor brave the pass, nor try the brink 
Where youth's unguarded foot may sink. 

But what, when manhood tints thy cheek, 
Will be the ways this foot will seek ? 
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Is it to lightly pace the deck, 
Helpless to slip from off the wreck ? 
Or wander o'er a foreign shore, 
Returning to thy home no more, 
Until the bosom, now thy pillow, 
Is low and cold beneatli the willow ? 

Or is it for the battle-plain, 

Beside the slayer and the slain ? 

Will there its final step be taken ? 

There sleep thine eye, no more to waken ? 

Is it to glory or to shame — 

To sully or to gild thy name ? 

Is it to happiness or wo, 

This little foot is made to go ? 

But, wheresoever its lines may fall, 
Whether in cottage or in hall, 
0, may it ever shun the ground 
Where'er his foot was never found, 
Who, on his path of life, hath shed 
A living light, that all may tread 
Upon his earthly steps ; and none 
E'er dash the foot against a stone! 



Yet, if thy way is marked by fate 
As guilty, dark, and desolate ; 
If thou must float, by vice and crime, 
A wreck upon the stream of time ! 
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Oh ! rather than behold that day, 
I 'd know this foot, in lightsome play, 
Would bound, with guiltless, infant glee, 
Upon the sod that sheltered me ! 





THY MAIDEN NAME. * 

BY MRS. ABOT. 

Thy Maiden Name — oh! how that word recalls 

Thoughts of glad meetings and of happy faces ; 
I see thee bounding in thy father's halls, 

Once more arrayed in girlhood's blooming graces: 
Loose float thy nut-brown locks, thy step is light, 

Thy harp is ever tuned to songs of gladness, 
Kindred and friends extol thee with delight, 

And none but lovers look on thee with sadness. 

Thy Maiden Name — the scene is changed, and 
now 

I see thee standing at the sacred altar ; 
Thy robes are spotless, gems are on thy brow, 

Bright are thy blushes, thy faint accents falter; 
Awhile the hazel eyes with tears are dim, 

Leaving a home of kindness and protection, 
Bat soon they smile with trusting faith on him 

Who owns the treasure of thy young affection. 

Thy Maiden Name — since thou that name re- 
signed, 
Time, which has somewhat dimmed thy sportive 
beauty, 

o 
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Has strengthened the firm qualities of mind 
Befitting the calm sphere of matron duty ; 

Thy loved, thy chosen, estimates thy worth, 
Nor do thy hopes e'er dwell upon another, 

Save on the children who surround thy hearth, 
Hearing sweet words of wisdom from their 
mother. 

Thy Maiden Name— though soft its flowing sound, 

Though high and pure its stainless reputation, 
I will not mourn its loss — since thou hast found 

A nobler duty, home, and designation : 
Never, 1 feel, can England's downfall be, 

Counting such wives and mothers in her pages ; 
Whose lives, displayed in their posterity, 

Perchance may cast a light o'er future ages. 





THE HOUSEHOLD FESTIVAL. 

BY VAftT HOWITT. 

*T was when the harvest-moon came slowly up, 
Broad, red, and glorious, o'er dark groves of pine ; 
In the hnsh'd eve, when closed the flWref ■ 
cup, 
And the bine grape hung dewy on the vine — 
Forth from a porch where tendrilled plants en- 
twine, 
Weaving a shadowy bower of odorous things, 
Rich voices came, telling that there were met 
Beauty, and youth, and mirth, whose buoyant 
wings, 
Soaring aloft o'er thoughts that gloom and fret, 
Gave man release from care, or lured him to forget 

And, as the moon rose higher in the sky, 
Casting a mimic day on all around, 

Lighting dim garden paths, through branches 
high, 
That cast their chequerM shadows on the ground, 
Light maidens, dancing with elastic bound, 

like fairy revellers, in one place were seen; 
And gentle friends were slowly pacing where 

The dark, thick laurels formed a bowery screen ; 



n 
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And merry children, like the moonlight fair, 
With their wild pealing laughter filled the per- 
fumed air. 

Another hoar, — end in * lighted room, 
Where glorious pictures lined the lofty well, 

They site in social ease : — no brow of gloom, 
No sadden'd, downcast eye, that might recall 
Sorrowful musing* dimm'd the festival. 

It was in honor of a gallant youth 
Those friends were met, — the friends he d m es t 

MTtd. — 

All wishing he were there — and weB, m sooth, 
Might hb gray mther unto tears be 
listening to has grateful 



Her bright eyes ^i 1 Bug with de&ght ami 
Told hb wing sister of has wares* wide, 
Or pleasant sojourn in some palmy grove, 
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And, in her joyful phrase, she told how he, 
Ere their next meeting, o'er the wave would come, 

lake a glad spirit, to partake their glee, 
And cast delight and interest round his home : 
Gaily she told, how, sitting in that room, 

When the nest harvest-moon lit up the pane, 
He should himself his marvellous tales relate. 

—Alas! encircled by the Indian main, 
That night beneath a tamarind he sate, 
Heartsick with thoughts of home and ponderings 
on his fate. 

The heavy sea broke thundering on the shore, 
The dark, dark night had gathered in the sky, 

And from the desert-mountains came the roar 
Of ravening creatures, and a wild, shrill cry 
From the scared night-birds slowly wheeling by. — 

And there he lay, beneath the spreading tree, 
Feverish and faint, and over heart and brain 

Rushed burning love, and sense of misery, 
And wild, impatient grief, and longings vain 
Within his blessed home to be at rest again. 

Another year— and the relentless wave 
Had washed away the white bones from the shore ; 

And, mourning for his son, down to the grave 
Had gone the old man with his locks all hoar ; Jk : 

The household festival was held no more ; 



i 
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And when the harvest-moon came forth again, 
O'er the dark pines, in red autumnal state, 

Her light fell streaming through the window- 
pane 
Of that old room, where his young sister sate, 
With her down-drooped head, and heart all deso- 
late. 



•* 
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DEATH. 



■T MBS. B1XSTT. 






Y* may twine young flowers round the sunny brow 

Ye deck for the festal day, — 
But mine is the shadow that waves o'er them now, 

And their beauty has withered away. 
Ye may gather bright gems for glory's shrine. 

Afar, from their cavern home — 
Ye may gather the gems — but their pride is mine ; 

They will light the dark cold tomb. 

The warrior's heart beats high and proud ; 

I have laid my cold hand on him, 
And the stately form hath before me bowed, 

And the flashing eye is dim. 
I have trod the banquet-room alone, 

And the crowded halls of mirth — 
And the low deep wail of the stricken one 

Went up from the festal hearth. 

I have stood by the pillared domes of old, 

And breathed on each classic shrine — -0b m 

And desolation gray and cold M 

Now marks the ruins mine. ™ 



I have met young Genias, and breathed on the brow 
1 That bote his mystic trace — 
^nd the cheek where passion was wont to glow 
Is wrapped in my dark embrace. 

^frhey teD of a land where no blight can mil, 

Where my ruthless reign is o'er — 
Where the ghastly shroud and the shadowy pall 

Shall wither the soul no more. 
They say there's a home in yon Woe sphere, 

A region of hie divine : 
Bat I reck not — since all that is lovely here* 

The beauty of earth, is mine. 



FLOWER OF THE DESERT. 

BT H1BUIT MABTIKSAU. 

Flower of the desert! lone as thou art fair! 
Nff fountain pours its coolness by thy side ; 
Yet perfume floats around thee, and the glare 
Withers not thee where none else can abide. 
, Thou grateful seem'st that life to thee is given, 
Nourished by dews and beams and airs from hea- 
ven. 

'Bright in thy solitude, thy leaves unfold, 
Breathing sweet welcome to the matin ray ; 
Thy rainbow beauties, though nor eye behold, 
New radiance gather till the closing day. 
When stars arise, how graceful bends thy head, 
Patient to wait the dews that heaven may shed. 

Meek in thy solitude, thou dost not deem 

That winds and showers were sent for thee alone ; 

For wandering gales oft visit thee, that seem 

With foreign fragrance richer than thine own, 

And whisper tidings of a genial clime, ' * 

Where groves and gardens flourish in their prime. 

62 
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A soul there is, as pure as thou and rare ; 
'Midst heartless crowds in solitude she dwells, 
Conscious that kindred spirits dwell afar, 
And cheered by that prophetic hope which tells 
That flowers shall spring where now no promise 

shows, 
And e'en this desert " blossom like the rose." 




THE CAPTIVE HEART. 



BY MBS. RTOBTOH. 



As the freed wild bird from its prison springs, 

With eager heart and glancing eye, 
And, spreading out its quivering wings, 

FHes upward to the happy sky ; 
80 my poor heart, so long thine own, 
... At length from love's enchantment free, 
' :: pl$M forth into the world alone, 
. /Exulting in its liberty. 

But, as .that bird, a pris'ner long, 
' With weary wing, unused to soar, 
Forgets to trill his joyous song, 

And feebly sinks to earth once more ; 
So, from its bonds released in vain, 

My heart its fainting strength essays, 
Then feels the recollected chain, 

And sinks as in my prisoned days ! 

Alas! too like that wild bird's flight 
The heart which love at length sets free ; 

He seeks the greenwood's known delight, 
And I my youth's lost liberty. 
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Shunned by his mates, he flies alone ; 

I, welcomed back by friends of yore, 
Find each vain pleasure tedious grown— 

My heart hath lost the power to soar. 



% 



AUTUMN. 



BY flAHCBt A. XBMBLB. 



Thou corniest not in sober guise, 

In mellow cloak of russet clad— 
Thine are no melancholy skies, 

Nor hueless flowers, pale and sad ; 
But, like an Emperor, triumphing 

With gorgeous robes of Tyrian dyes, 
Full flush of fragrant blossoming, 

And glowing purple canopies. 
How call ye this the season's fall, 

That seems the pageant of the year ? 
Richer and brighter far than all 

The pomp that spring and summer wear, 
Red falls the westering light of day, 
- On rock and stream and winding shore ; 
Soil woody banks and granite gray 

With amber clouds are curtained o'er ; 
The wide clear waters sleeping lie 

Beneath the evening's wings of gold ; 
And on their glassy breast the sky 

And banks their mingled hues unfold. 
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Far in the tangled woods, the ground 

If strewn with fallen leaves, that lie 
Like crimson carpets all around, 

Beneath a crimson canopy. 
The sloping sun, with arrows bright, 

Pierces the forest's waving maze ; 
The universe seems wrapt in light, 

A floating robe of rosy haze. 
Oh Autumn ! thou art here a king — 

And round thy throne the smiling hours 
A thousand fragrant tributes bring 

Of golden fruits and blushing flowers. 
Oh ! not upon thy fading fields and fells 

In such rich garb doth autumn come to thee, 
My home ! — but o'er thy mountains and thy dells 

His footsteps fall slowly and solemnly. 
Nor flower nor bud remaineth there to him, 

Save the faint breathing rose, that, round the 
year, 
Its crimson buds and pale soft blossoms dim 

In lowly beauty constantly doth wear. 
O'er yellow stubble lands, in mantle brown, 

He wanders through the wan October light; 
Still, as he goeth, slowly stripping down 

The garlands green that were the Spring's de- 
light 
At morn and eve thin silver vapors rise 

Around his path ; but sometimes at mid-day 
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He looks along the bill* with gentle eyes, 

That make the sallow woods and fields seem gay. 
Yet something of sad sov'reignty he hath — 

A sceptre crowned with berries ruby red ; 
And the cold sobbing wind bestrews his path 

With withered leaves, that rustle 'neath his tread ; 
And round him still, in melancholy state, 

Sweet solemn thoughts of death and of decay, 
In slow and hush'd attendance, ever wait, 

Telling how all things fair must pass away. 



\ 
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THE MOTHER AND CHILD. 

BT MRS. WILLS. 

Behold ! a little baby boy ! 
A happy babe is he : 

His face, how bright, 

His heart, how light, 
His throne his mother's knee. 

Now in her face, with laughing eye, 
I see him gaily peep ; 

And now, at rest, 

Upon her breast 
He gently sinks to sleep. 

His lips are red, his teeth like pearls ; 
The rogue ! he has but two ; 
His golden hair, 
How soft and fair, 
His eyes, how bright and blue ! 

Hif tiny hands are white and plump, 
And, waking or asleep, 

Beneath his clothes, 

His little toes, 
How cunningly they peep ! 



t 



• • 4 



THE MOTHER AND CHILD. 169 

Oh ! many things are beautiful $ 
The bird that sings and flies — 
The setting sun, 
When day is done — 
The rainbow in the skies. 

My own pet lamb is innocent, 
And full of pipy is he — 

The viola*, 

With dew-drops wet, 
Is sweet and fair to me. 

But there is one more beautiful, 
Gay, tender, sweet, and mild— 

A baby boy 

With heart of joy ; 
A loved and loving child. 



..*■■• • • 
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THE LITTLE HAND. 

BY MBS. StQOUmfTSY. 

Thou wak'st, my baby boy, from deep, 
And through its silken fringe 

Thine eye, like violet, pure and deep, 
Gleams forth with azure tinge. 

With what a smile of gladness meek 

Thy radiant brow is drest, 
While fondly to a mother's cheek 

Thy lip and hand are pressed. 

That little hand ! what prescient wit 

Its history may discern, 
When time its tiny bones hath knit 

With manhood's sinews stern ? 

The artist's peacil shall it guide ? 

Or spread the adventurous sail ? 
Or guide the plough with rustic pride, 

And ply the sounding flail ? 

Through music's labyrinthine maze 

With dexterous ardor rove, 
And weave those tender, tuneful lays 

That beauty wins from love ? 
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Old Coke's or Bkekstone's mighty tonse 

With patient toil tarn o'er ? 
Or trim the lamp in clastic dome, * 

Till midnight's watch be o'er ? 

Well-skilled, the pulse of sickness press ? 

Or such high honor gain 
As, o'er the pulpit, raised to bless 

A pious listening train ? 

Say, shall it find the cherished grasp 

Of friendship's fervor cold ? 
Or, shuddering, feel the envenomed clasp 

Of treachery's serpent-fold ? 

Yet, oh ! may that Almighty Friend 

From whom existence came, 
That dear and powerless hand defend 

From deeds of guilt and sJume. 

Grant it to dry the tear of woe, 

Bold folly's course restrain, 
The alms of sympathy bestow, 

The righteous cause maintain — 

Write wisdom on the wing of time, 

Even 'mid the morn of youth, 
And, with benevolence sublime, 

Dispense the light of truth — 
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Discharge a just, an useful part, 
Through life's uncertain maze, 

Till, coupled with an angel's heart, 
It strike the lyre of praise. 




FLOWERS AND BIRDS. 



Tux Red Rom is Queen of the Garden Bower, 

That glows in the sun at noon, 
And the Lad y Lily '■ the fairest flower 

That swings her, white belli in the breeze of 

But they who come mid frost and flood. 

Peeping from bank op root of tree. 
The Primrose and the Violet bud, 

They are the dearest flowers to mo. 

The Nightingale's is the sweetest song 

That ever the Rose has heard, 
And, when the Lark sings the clouds among, 

The lily looks up to the heavenly bird; 
But the Robin, with his eye of jet, 

Wits pipes from the bare boughs merrily 
To the Primrose pale and Violet, 

His Is the dearest song to me. 
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THE CLOUDS. 



BT MART All KB BROWNS. 



The clouds ! the clouds ! they are beautiful. 

When they sleep on the soft spring sky, 
As if the sun could enjoy 

Their snowy company : 
And, as the wind springs up, they start, 

And career o'er the azure plain, 
And before the course of the breezes dart, 

To scatter their balmy rain. 

The clouds ! the clouds ! how changed their forms 

With every passing breath ; 
And now a glancing sunbeam warms, «^ 

And now they look cold as death ! 
Oh ! often and often have I escaped 

From the stir of the noisy crowd, 
And a thousand fanciful visions shaped 

On the face of a passing cloud. 

» 

The clouds ! the clouds ! round the sun at night 
- They come like a band of slaves, 
That are only bright in their master's light ; 

And each in his glory laves. 
Oh ! they are lovely, lovely then, 

When the heaven around them glows ; 
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Now touched with a purple and amber stain, 
And now with the hue of the rose. 

The clouds ! the clouds ! in the starlit sky 

How they float on the light wind's wings ! 
Now resting an instant, then glancing by, 

In their fickle wanderings. 
Now they hide the deep blue firmament; 

Now it shows their folds between, 
As if a silver veil were rent . 

From the jewelled brow of a queen. 

The clouds ! the clouds ! they are the lid 

To the lightning's flashing eye } 
And in their fleecy folds is hid 

The thunder's majesty ! 
Oh! bow their warring is proclaimed 

By the shrill blast's battle-song ; 
And the tempest's deadliest shafts are aimed 

From the midst of the 4ark cloud's throng. 

The clouds ! the clouds ! — my childish days 

Are past ; my heart is old ; 
But here and there a feeling stays, 

That never can grow cold : 
And the love of nature is one of these, 

That time's wave never shrouds ; 
And oft and oft doth my soul find peace 

In watching the passing clouds ! 
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THE SONG AT TWILIGHT. 

' BT MISS L. If. OAVIDSOW. 

When evening spreads her shades around, 
And darkness fills the arch of heaven ; 

When not a murmur, not a sound, 
To fancy's sportive ear is given ; 

When the broad orb of heaven is bright, 
And looks around With golden eye ; 

When nature, softened by her light, 
Seems calmly, solemnly to lie ; 

Then, when our thoughts are raised above 
This world and all this world can give, 

Oh ! sister, sing the song I love, 
And tears of gratitude receive. 

The song which thrills my bosom's core, 
And, hovering, trembles, half afraid, 

Oh ! sister, sing the song once more, 
Which ne'er for mortal ears was made. 

'T were almost sacrilege to sing 
Those notes amid theglare of day — 
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Notes borne by angels' purest wing, 
And wafted by their breath away. 

When sleeping in my grass- grown bed, 
Should'st thou still linger here above, 

Wilt thou not kneel beside my head, 
And, sister, sing the song I love ? 



H 
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THE TRUMPET. 

BY MBS. BBMA1TS. 

Tarn tnimpefs voice hath roused the land 
, * Light up the beacon pyre ! 
., ■ A kundredirills have seen the brand 
' And waved the sign of fire. 
* A hundred banners to the breeze 
Their gorgeous folds have cast — 
And hark ! — was that the sound of seas ? 
— A king to war went past. 

The chief is arming in his hall, 

The peasant by his hearth ; 
The mourner hears the thrilling call, 

And rises from the earth. 
The mother on her first-born son 

Looks with a boding eye — 
They come not back, though all be won. 

Whose young hearts leap so high. 

* 
The bard hath ceased his song, and bound 

The falchion to his side ; 
E'en for the marriage-altar crown'd, 

The lover quits his bride. 
And all this haste, and change, and fear, 

By earthly clarion spread ! — 
How will it be when kingdoms hear 

The blast that wakes the dead ? 



IFS. 



BY MU. NORTON. 



Oh ! if the winds could whisper what they tear, 
When murmuring round at sunset through the 

grove: 
If words were written on the streamlet clear, 
So often spoken fearlessly above : 
If tell-tale stars, descending from on high, 
Could image forth the thoughts of all that gaze, 
Entranced, upon that deep cerulean sky, 
And count how few think only of their rays ! 

If the lulled heaving ocean could disclose 
All that has passed upon her golden sand, 
When the moonlighted waves triumphant rose 
And dashed their spray upon the echoing strand : 
If dews could tell how many tears have mixed 
With the bright gem-like drops that nature weeps : 
If night could say how many eyes are fixed 
On her dark shadows, while creation sleeps ! 

If echo, rising from her magic throne, 
Repeated, with her melody of voice, 
Each timid sigh — each whispered word and tone, 
Which made the hearer's listening heart rejoice : 
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If nature could, unchecked, repeat aloud 

All she hath heard and seen — must hear and see — 

Where would the whispering, vowing, sighing 

crowd 
Of lovers, and their blushing partners be ? 



A LOVER'S LINES. 

BT CHJlRLOTTB BROOKE. 

As the sweet blackberry's modest bloom 

Fair- flowering, greets the sight; 
Or strawberries, in their rich perfume, 

Fragrance and bloom unite : 
So this fair plant of tender youth 

In outward charms can vie, 
And, from within, the soul of truth, 

Soft-beaming, fills her eye. 

Pulse of my heart ! — dear source of care, 

Stol'n sighs, and love-breathed vows ! 
Sweeter than when, through scented air, 

Gay bloom the apple-boughs ! 
With thee no days can winter seem, 

Nor frost nor blast can chill ; 
Thou the soft breeze, the cheering beam, - 

That keeps it summer still ! 
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FOREST MUSIC. 



BT MISS H. F. OOUU>. 



There's a sad loneliness about my heart, — 
A deep, deep solitude the spirit feels 
Amid this multitude. The things of art 
Pall on the senses — from its pageantry, 
Loathing, my eye turns off; and my ear .shrinks 
From the harsh dissonance that fills the air. 

My soul is growing sick — I will away 
And gather balm from a sweet forest walk ! 
There, as the breezes through the branches sweep, 
Is heard aerial minstrelsy, like harps 
Untouched, unseen, that on the spirit's ear 
Pour out their numbers till they lull to peace 
The tumult of the bosom. There 's a voice 
Of music in the rustling of the leaves ; 
And the green boughs are hung with living lutes, 
Whose strings will only vibrate to His hand 
Who made them, while they sound His untaught 
praise! 

The whole wild wood is one vast instrument 
Of thousand, thousand keys ; and all its notes 
Come in sweet harmony, while Nature plays 
To celebrate the presence of her God ! 



SIMILE. 



■T MB* XLLZTT. 



O'er the far mountain peak on high 
First shines the morning ray ; 

And latest from the crimsoned sky 
The beam of parting day. 

Yet there, to greet the partial light, 
Nor flowers nor verdure bloom ; 

But barren all — though coldly bright — 
And cheerless as the tomb. 

While in the modest vale's recess, 
Where sunlight scarce descends, 

Fresh flowerets spring the beam to bless, 
And grateful foliage bends. 

Thus hearts that bask in fortune's smile, 
Undimmed by clouds of care, 

Feel not the joy their hours beguile 
Which humbler bosoms share. 
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TO MY DAUGHTER. 

BY MABY BOB1HBOW. 

Thx Rose that hails the morning, 

Arrayed in all its sweets, 
Its mossy couch adorning, 

The sun enamoured meets ; 
Yet. when the warm beam rushes, 

Where hid in gloom it lies, 
Overwhelmed with glowing blushes, 

The hapless victim dies. 

Sweet maid, this Rose discovers 

How frail is beauty's doom, 
When flattery round it hovers, 

To spoil its proudest bloom. 
Then shun each gaudy pleasure, 

That lures thee on to fade, 
And guard thy beauty's treasure 

To decorate a shade. 



ALPINE FLOWERS. 



Meek dwellers 'mid yon terror- stricken clifls ! 
With brows so pure, and incense- breathing lips, 
Whence are ye ■' Did some whjte-wing'd mes- 
senger, 
On Mercy's missions, trust your timid germ, 
To the cold cradle of eternal snows. 
Or, breathing; on the callous icicles. 
Bid them with tear-drops nurse ye .' 

Tree nor shrub 
Dare that drear atmosphere ; no polar pine 
Uprears a veteran front ; yet there ye stand, 
Leaning your cheeks against the thick-ribbed ice, 
And looking up with brilliant eyes to Him 
Who bids you bloom unblanched, amid the waste 
Of desolation. Man, who panting toils 
O'er slippery steeps, or trembling treads the verge 
Of yawning gulfs, o'er which the headlong plunge 
Into eternity, looks shuddering up, 
And marks ye in your placid loveliness — 
Fearless, yet frail — and, clasping his chill hands. 
Blesses your pencilled beauty. 'Mid the pomp 
Of mountain summits rushing to the sky, 
And chaining the rapt soul in breathless awe, 
He bows to bind you drooping to his breast. 
Inhales your spirit from the frost-wing'd gale, 
And freer dreams of heaven. 
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THE BLUE-BELL, 



BT LOUISA. A.. TWAJfLKY. 



Hate ye ever heard, in the twilight dim, 

A low, soft strain, 
That ye fancied a distant vesper hymn, 

Borne o'er the plain 
By the zephyrs that rise on perfumed wing, 
When the sun's last glances are glimmering ? 

Have ye heard that music, with cadence sweet, 

And merry peal, 
Ring out, like the echoes of fairy feet, 

O'er flowers that steal ? 
And did ye deem that each tremhlng tone 
Was the distant vesper-chime alone ? 

The source of that whispering strain I HI tell ; 

For I 've listened oft 
To the music faint of the blue hare-bell, 

In the gloaming soft ; 
'T is the gay fairy-folk the peal who ring 
At even-time for their banqueting. 

And gaily the trembling bells peal out 
With gentle tongue, 
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While elves and fairies career about 

'Mid dance and song. 
Oh ! roses and lilies are fair to see ; 
But the wild blue-bell is the flower for me. - 
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Lit others fly the golden noon, 
To stray beneath the pallid moon. 
And, in languid strains, relate 
Hapless loves and hostile fate; 
While the cold and glimmering ray 
Sadly glides, the ghost of day, 
And the boding owlet screams, 
Flitting through the doubtful gleams- 
Be mine to hail thee, source of light! . 
Gorgeous in (hy western fiijrht. 
Now my cheerful song employ, 
Source of music, life, and joy! 
And, when sportive youth expires, 
Feeling cools, and Fancy (ires, 
Often may thy evening glow 
Gild again my locks of snow ; 
Oft at noon, with tottering feet. 
May 1 woo thy vital heat, 
Amid thy radiance bask at will, 
And, smiling, bid thee welcome (till. 



LINES TO A LADY OF GREAT 
MUSICAL TALENT. 



■T Mil. CHILD. 



Thanks, Orphea, thanks: thy magic spell 

Has waked my soul to sound, 
And, dead within a sealed well, 

A spring of joy is found. 

My ear was like the wayward strings 
Which the wild winds breathed o'er; 

And fitful in its echoings 
Has my spirit been before. 

But something in my inmost heart 
Responds to each touch of thine, 

And bids me own thy wondrous art 
The soul of the " tuneful Nine." 

Yes, all I 've dreamed of bright or fair 

Is but embodied sound : 
Music is floating on the air, 

In every thing around ! 

All nature hath of breezy grace, 

In motion swift and free, — 
Each lovely hue upon her face,— 

Is living melody. 
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Well might thy witchery inspire 

The hard's enraptured lay, 
And flashes of prophetic fire 

Around thy fingers play, — 

But vainly would the haunted king 
Have sought relief from thee ; 

For chained had been each demon's wing 
By thy rich minstrelsy. 

Priestess of a mighty power ! 

My spirit worships thee ; 
For inspiration is thy dower, — 

Thy voice is poetry. 



DITTY. 

BT KL1ZABKTB, WISH OP SHOUA.ITO* 

The doubt of future foes exiles my present joy, 

And wit me warns to shun such snares as threaten 
mine annoy. 

For falsehood now doth flow, and subject-faith 
doth ebb ; 

Which would not be if reason ruled or wisdom 
weaved the web.* 

But clouds of toys untried do cloak aspiring 
minds, 

Which turn to rain of late repent by course of 
changed winds. 

The top of hope, supposed, the root of ruth will 
be; 

And fruitless all their grafted guiles, as shortly ye 
shall see. 

Then dazzled eyes with pride, which great am- 
bition blinds, 

Shall be unsealed by worthy wights, whose fore- 
sight falsehood finds. 

The daughter of debate, that eke discord doth 
sow, 

Shall reap no gain where former rule hath taught 
still peace to grow. 

* It if observable that these lines abound in alliteration. 
Ed. 
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No foreign banished wight shall anchor in this 

port; 
Our realm — it brooks no strangers' force ; let 

them elsewhere resort. 
Our rusty sword with rest shall first his edge em- 

pJoy. 

To poll their tops that seek such change, and gape 
for joy. 



THE END. 
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